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v The Life am Death 

E»:ir Bullrngbroobe^ani -Mowbray, 

,##A,Many yeeresof happy dayes befall 
My gracious So veraigne; tny loving Liege- \ 

Mow.'ti&cii day ftill better others happineffe, 

Vptill the heavens enuying earths good hap, 

Addc an immortall title to your Crowne- 

King. Wethankeyou both, -yet one but flatters vs, 

As well appeareth by the caufe you conic,. (V , 

* lamely to appeale each other of high treafon. 

’ofinof Hereford, what do ft thou obieft 
.gainfttheDukeof Norfolke t T homos Mowbray ? 

2>W. Firft, (heaven be the record of my fpeech ,) , . 

fnthe devotion of a lub ecls love, 

Tendring the precious fafety of my Prince, 

And free from other misbegotten hate, 

Come I appelant to his Princely prefence. 

Now Thomas Mowbray doe I turne to thee, 

And marke my greeting well : for wliat 1 fpeake, 

My body (hall make good upo,n this earth , 

Or my divine Soule anfvver it in Heaven- 
Thou art a Traytor,and a mifcreant ; 

Too good tobe(o,and too bad to live, 

Since the more faire and.Ghriftall is the Skie, 

The. uglier feemes the Clouds, that in it flye : 

Once more, the more to aggravate the note, 

With a foule traitors name, flu ffe I thy throat, 

And wifh (fo pleafe my Soveraigne) ere 1 move,, 
whit my tongue Ipeakes, my right drawne Iword may 
Mo v. Let not my coole words here accufe my. zeale : 
TttflOt the try all of a womans warre, 

^iltlllfter clamour of two eager tongues, 

Caa^bitratc this caufe betwixt us twaine : . 
blood is hot that mult be cool’d for this, 
tarn I not of fuch t-ame patience, boaft, 

H be hufht, and nought at alfto lay- 7 . 

faire reverence of your Highncfle curbes me, 
/rOm giving reines and fpurres to my free fpeech, 

Whph once would poft, untill it had return’d 
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IfincBird the feconzl. 

Thefe termes of treafon, doubly downe his throat. 
Setting afide his high bloods royalty. 

And let him be no kinfman to my Liege, 

1 doe defie him, and I fpit at him, 

Call him a flandrous Coward, and a Villaine; 

Which to maintained would allow him oddes. 

And meet him, were I tide to runne a foote, 

Even to the frozen ridges of the Alpes, 

Or any other ground inhabitable. 

Where ever Englifh man durtt fet his foote- 
Meanetime, let this defend my toyalty. 

By all my hopes molt falfely doth he lye- 

Bui. Pale trembling Coward, there I throw my gage 
Declaiming here the kindred of the King, 

And lay afide my high bloods royalty. 

Which feare,not reverence makes me to except, 

Ifguilty dread have left thee fo much ftrength. 

As to take up mine honours pavvne,then ftoope, ' ' ' 

By that,andall the rights of Knighthood elfe. 

Will I make good againft thee arme to arme. 

What 1 have fpoken, or thou canlt devife. 

Mow. I take it up, and by that fword I fweare, 

Which gently layd my Knighthood on my fhoulder, 
Ileanfwer thee in any faire degree. 

Or Chivalrous deligne of Knightly tryall : 

And when I mount, alive may I not light. 

If I be tray tor , orunjuftly fight* 

King. What doth our Cofin lay to Mowbray es charge 
It mult be great that can inheriteus. 

So much as of a thought of ill in him* 

Bftl, Looke what I fayd my life fhall prove it true, 
That Mowbray hath receiv’d eight thouland Nobles, 
In name of lendings for your highneffe Souldiers, 

The which he hath detain’d for lew d imployments. 
Like a falfe Tray tor, andiniurious Villaine. 

Befides 1 fay, and will in battell prove. 

Or here or elfewhcre to the furtheft Verge 

That ever was furvey’d by Englifh eye, ^ 
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That all the treafons of thefe cighteene yeares 
Complotted and contrived in this Land, 

Fetcht from falfe UWowbray their firft head and fpring. 
Further I fay and further will maintaine 
V pon his bad life,to make all this good. 

That he did plot the Duke of /offers death, 

Snggeft his foone beleeving adverfarAs, 

And confequently like a Traytor Coward, 

Sluc’d out his innocent foule through ftreames of blood; 
Which blood , like facrificing Abels crycs, 

(Even from the tongueleffecavcrnes of the earth) 

To me for Iuftice, and rough ch a ft icemen t : 

And by the glorious worth of my delcent. 

This arme fhall doe it,or this life be Ipent. 

King, How high a pitch his refolution foares ; 
Thomas of N orfoJke,vj hat fayeft thou to this ? 

Mow. Oh let my foveraigne turnc away his face. 

And bid his eares a little while be deafe. 

Till 1 have told this flander of his blood. 

How God and good men hate fo fowle a Iyer- 

King, Mowiraj Jrnpaniall are our eyes and eares, 
Were he our brother, nay, our Kingdomes heire, 

As he is but our fathers brothers fonne ; 

Now by my Scepters awe, I make a vow. 

Such neighbour-neerenefle to ourfacred blood, 

Should nothing priviledge him, nor partialize 
T he unftooping ftrmenefle of our upright foule. 

He is our fubietft {Mowbray) fo art thou, 

Free fpeech and fearelefle,! to theeallow. 

Mow. Then Bullingbraokg as low a's tathy heart, 
Through the falle paflageof thy throat; thoulyeft; 
Three parts of that receipt I had for Calliee, 

Disburft I to his Highnefle fouldiers ; 

The other part referv’d I by confent, ’ * ' 

For that my foveraigne Liege was in my debt, 

Vpon remainder of a deare account, 

Sjnce laft I went to France to fetch his Queene: 

Now fwallow downc that iye.Fpr Glo,flers death 







fccontt. 

I flew him not ; but (to mineowne difgrace) 

Neglefied my ftvorne dutyin that cale : 

For you my Noble Lord ofLancafter, 

The honourable father to my foe. 

Once I did lay an ambnfh for your life, 

A trefpafle that doth vex my grieved foule; 

But ere I laft receiv’d the Sacrament, 

I did confefleit,and exaftly begg’d 
Your Graces pardon, and I hope I had it. 

This is my fault; as for the reft appeal’d. 

It iflues from the rancour of a villaine, 

A recreant,and moft degenerate Tray tor. 

Which in my felfe I boldly will defend, * 

And enterchangeably hurle downemy gage, 

Vpon this overweening Traitors foot. 

To prove my felfe a loyall Gentleman, 

Even in the beft blood chamber’d in his bofome. 

In hafte whereof moft heartily I pray 
Your Highnefle to afligneourtryall day. 

King. Wrath kindled Genlemen be rul’d by me : 

Let s purge this choller without letting blood : 

This we preferibe , though noPhyfition* 

I>eepe malice makes too deepe inciflon. 
Forget,forgive,conclude,and be agreed. 

Our Doftors fey, this is no time to bleed. 

Good Vncle,let this end where it begun> 
ee l calme the Duke of AT orfolkeggan your fonne. 

T# be amake-peace fhall become my ao e , 
Throw downe(my fonne)the Duke of eaee, 

t»g. And Norfolke, throw downehis. 

Vaunt. When Harry when? Obedience bids, 
Obedience bids,I fhould not bid agen. 
Kfflf downe^we bidjthereisno boote. 
% life .hou ft* cofttaMoijMt not my toot, 

£T 8 i h S eatb khat lives upon my grave - 

Todarke diftonours ufe, thou fhaltnot have. 
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I am diferac d, impeach’d, andbatfeld here, 

Pierc’d to the foulewith ftanders^nom d fpeare; 

The which no Balme can cure, but his heart blood 
Which breath’d this poyfon* 

Kin*- Rage mu ft be withftood : 

Give me his gage: Lyons make Leopards tame*. ■ 
A/<w.Yea,but not change his fpots- take butmyflme, 
And I refigne my gage. My deare, deare ord. 

The pureft trealure mortall times aftora,. 

Is fpotlefle reputation : that away. 

Men are but gilded loame, or painted clay. 

A jew ell in a ten-times barr d up oneit, 

Isa bold fpirit in a loyall breft. . 

Mine honour is my life ; both grow in one : 

Take honour from me,and my life is done- 
Then (deare my Liege) mine honour let me try, 

In that 1 live, and tor that will I dye. 

King. Cofin throw downc your gage, 

D °Bffl°Q h heaven defend my foulefrom fuchfoulef® 
Shall I feeme Crcft-falnein my fathers fight. 

Or with pale beggar-feare impeach my height 
Before this out-dar’d daftardi Ere my tongue, . ^ f 
Shall wound mine honour with fuen feeble wrong ; 

Or found fobafe a parle : • myttqc^l flaatyaaie 
The flavifli motive of recantingifearb, J3 - ■■-“•V 
And fpit it bleeding in this high dijgwce,r_i *r.» i* 
Where (hame doth harbour, even in *. 

King. We were not borne to Cue, but tb .command, 
Which fince we cannot doe to fiaenO^ . 
Be ready, (as your lives fhallanfwer it) ’ - 

At Coventry Saint LambcrtsQAyt. ■ 

There fhallyour Swords and Lances arbitrate 
The fwelling difference of your. fetmha^ 

Since wc cannot attonc you, yod fLaU fee yhjj 

lattice deSg»e the Viftors Chivalry,, 

Lord Marfhall, command our Officers at A«nes, & 



aiu tunf 



t.rli 



of Richard the fecond. 

Be ready to difietft the fe home, Alarmes; Exeunt 



Sctena Secunda . 

DifiJifldulanovGoti aof : Ifonerip orl ? aisnevcsH 

Enter Gaunt, and Dutchefe ofGlocefier . 

Gaunt • Alas, the part I had in G letters blood. 

Doth more foHcitc me than your exciaimes. 

To ftirre againft chdiutehers 6f‘ his life. 

Butfirtee comdion lyeth in thofe hands 
Which made the fault that vve cannot corre’bf. 

Put we onr quarrel 1 to the will of Heauen, 

W ho when they fee the Hfeures ripe oh earth. 

Will raigne hot vengeance on offenders heads. 

Kut. Find s brotherhood in thee no iRar rfer fipurre ? 
Hath love in thy old blood no liuihg fire ? 

Edwards feven (onnes ( whereof thy fclfe art one ) 

W here are feven vialles of his facred blood. ' 

Or feuenfaire branches fpringipg from oneroote- 
Some of thofe feueri are dryed by natures courfe * 

~ ome of thole branches by the deftinies cut • * - 
But Thomas, my deare- Lord, my life,™ Glofier, 

One Viall full of Edwards facred blood. 

One floimfhing branch ofhis moft Royall rbote 
scracK d, and all the precious liquor fpilt • 
ishackt downe,and his fummer leaves all vaded 
By Envies hand, and Murders bloody Axe. 

ThfZn - ,n H u S b r°,? dwas ^ine^hat bed,that wombe, 
- hat mettah,that felfe-mould that fafbion’d thee 

Yet^art thou Blaine ih If' ^ °K gh ?° U WH and breatVft 
Tn ^ i i flaine r ln h >m : thou doeftconfent 

In feme large meafure t° thy Fathers death 
In that thou feeft thy wretched brother dv ' 
Whowasthe modell of thy Fathers life, ^ 

Call it not patience (Gaunt) it is defbaiVe 
Jnluffenng thus thy brother to be lia U oh tCr ’d 







The Life and D eath 

Thou fhew'ft the naked jral'RWa^ to thy life,- • 

Teaching (feme number how to butcher thee: 

That which in melnemen we intitle patience 

Is pale cold cowasdife in noble bewails : 

W hat (hall I fay, toTafegard thine owne Ide, 

Thebeft way is to venge xy.qiasi&s death. 

Gaunt. Heavens is the quarrell : for Heavens fubltitutfi 

His Deputy annoynted, in his-fight, Y % -M 

Hath caus'd bis death. , the which if wrongfully. 

Let heaven 

An angry arme ^ dnifga ord • 

Dut. W here -then :( alas 

Gan. To heaven.the.widdo^ps Champion to defence, 
But. Why then I will \ farewell old Gaunt* 

Thou go* ft -to. Coventry , there to behold. . 

Our Cofin f hnford , and fell Mowbray fight : 

0 fit my husbands wrong? on Here. fords fgearc, , J 

That it may enter butcher 

Or if misfortune miffethe .firft^arreere, V 

I5e ' Mowbray cx finnes fo heavy in his bofbme, 

1 hatthey may breake his foamingcouriersbackc 3 
And throw the^Rider head long In the lifts, . 

A Caytiffe recreant to my Co^?. Hereford. 

Farewell old Gaunt , thy fometimes brothers wife ■ > 
With her companion Grecfe, muftend her life. 

Gau. Sifter fare. well. ; I muft to Couentry, 

As much good; ft ay with -thee-., as go withrne- . , • 

Dut,. Yet one word more Greefe bonndeth yvn^rq^ 
Not with the empty hollownefle., but weight, l lausj 
Itakemyleayebeforelhauebegun, ... 

For ferrow ends not : when it feemeth done* 

Commend me to my brother Sdwrd Torke* , absM 
Loe, this is all : nay yet depart not fo, 

1 hough this be all , do nor foquickely goe, 

I lhall remember more. Bid’ him, Oh, what • 

With all good-fpeed at Plejbie vifite me- 
Alacke, and what fhall good old Torke there lee 
but. empty lodgings, apd unfcrnillfd waltes, »* 







— arciCiittlCi i*f)z jtwna* - 

Vn-peopl’d Offices, untroden ftones? 

And what heare there for welcome, but my groanes? 
Therefore commend me, let him not come there. 

To feeke out forrow, that 'dwells every where: 

Defolate, defolate will I hence and dye, 

The laft leave of thee,takes my Weeping eye. Exeunt. 



Sctcna T'ertia. 




Enter Marfhali, and t/fumerlc. 

Mar. My L. Aumerle , is Harry Hertford arm'd ? 
Aum. Yea, at all poyncs, and longs to enter in, 

Mar. The Duke of Noifblke, fprightfully and bold, 
Stayes btit-the fumthons of the Appellants Trumpet. . 

Ah. Why then the Champions, are prepar’d, and Ray 
Fornothing^ut his Maiefties approach. 

•. : .;. r ■ ,.J.: ■ 'Ehffrijh* 

Enter King, Gamt i B.n[by r Bagat t Greene^ , 
and others ; Then Mowbray. -jn-.Ar-- , 

mor } and Hanold. . * 

Rich. Marfiiall, demand of. yonder .Champion 
The caufeof his arrival! herein Armes,, • 

Aske him his name, and orderly proceed 
To fweare him in the juftice ofhiscaufe. 

Mar. In Gods Name, and the Kings, fay who their art. 
And why thou corn’ll, thus Knightly. clad in Armes ? 
gainft whatman thou com’ft,and what’s thy quarrell, 
peake triiely, on thy Knighthood, and thineoath. 

As io defend thee heaven, and thy valour. 

J" 9 "' , M - vnameis ™°-GMcwbr aii Duke of Norfolke, 
Who hither come, engaged by my oath 

(Which heaven defends Knight fir ould violate) 

Both to^ aefend my loyalty and truth. 

To God my King, and his .feeding iflfue, 

Ag amft the Duke of Hereford,that.appeales me. ; 



B a 



And 
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And by the grace of God and this mine arhie, 

To proue him (in defending of my felfe) 

A tray tor to my G od, my King, and me, 

And as I trueiy fight,defend me heaven. 

Tucket. Enter IJereford^yid Harold.'* 
•Kzc^-MarfhaH : aske yonder Knight in Armes, 

Both who he is, and why hecommeth hither. 

Thus placed in habiliments of warre: 

And formally according to our Law 
Depofe him in the iufticeof his caufe. (far 

Mar. What is thy name,and wherefore com’ ft thou hi- 
Before TtingRichafd in his Royall Lifts ? 

Againft whom com’ft thou ? and what’s thy quarrell? 
Speake like a true Knigbt,f6 defend thee Heaven. 

Bal» Harry or HerefordyLancaBeryind Derby s 
Am i : who ready here doe ftandih Armes, 

To prove by heavens grace , and my bodies valours 
In Lifts,on Thomas Mowbray Duke of Norfolk?,* — 

That he's a Traytor foule and dangerouV, 

To God of heaven. King Kiehdrd, and tome. 

And as T trueiy fight, defend me heaven, 

Mar.Onpzint of death,no perfon be fo bold, 

Or daring hardy as to touch the Lifts, 







Bal. Lord Marfhalljlet mekifle my Soueraignes hand. 
And bow my knee before his Maiefty : 

For Mowbray and my felfe are like two men. 

That vow a long and weary pilgrima ge, . 

I hen let vs take a ceremonius ieaue 
Andloving farewell of our ieverall friends, i 
Mar. The Appealant in all duty greets your Higfanes, 
And craves to kifle yourhand,and take his leave. 

We will defcend,and fold him in our armes. 
Cohn or Hereford > as thy caufe is iuft a 
So be thy fortune in this royall fight : 
farewell, my blood, which if to day thou ihead, 

1 ■' ’ ~ lament 







of Richard the fecond. 

lament we may, but not reuenge thee dead. 

U#/. Oh let no Noble eye prophane a teare 
For me, if I be gear’d with Morbrayes fpeare: ■> 

As confident, as is the Falcons flight 
Againft a Bird, doe I with Mowbray fight. 

My loving Lord, l take my leave of you. 

Of you (my Noble Cofin ) Lord Aamerle ; 

Not ficke, although I have to doe with death. 

But lufty , young, and chearely drawing breathe 

Loe, as at Englifh Feafts, fo I regreet 

The daintieft laft,to make the end moft fweet. 

Oh thou the earthy author of my blood, 

Whofe youthfull fpirit in me regenerate. 

Doth with a two-fold vigor lift me up 
To reach at victory above my head, 

Addeproofe unto mine Armour with thy prayers. 

And with thybleflings fteelemy Lances-poynt, 

That it may enter Mowbayes waxen Choate, 

And furbifh new the name of IohnaGauhty 
Even in the lufty haviour of his fonne- 
Gaunt. Heaven in thy good caufe make thee profp’rous, 
Befwiftlike lightning in the execution, 

And letthy blowes doubly redoubled. 

Fall like amazing thunder on the Caske 
Of thy amaz’d pernicious enemy * 

Rouze up thy youthfull blood.be valiant, and live* 

"Bui. Mine innocence, and S- George to thrive. 

Mow. How ever Heaven or fortune caft my lot. 

There lives, or dyes,trueto King R ichards T hrone, 
Aloyall, iuft,and upright Gentleman : 

Never did Captiue with a freer heart, 

Ca(l off his chaines ofbondage, and embrace 
His golden uneontroul’d enffanchifement, 

Mbre than my dancing foule doth celebrate 
This Feaft of Battle, with mine adverfary. 

Moft mighty Liege, and my companion Peeres, 

Take from my mouth,the wifh of happy yeares* 






As gentle, and as jocond, as to /eft, 

B 3 



Goe 
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~im Trip am-mram - 

Goe I to fight : Truth, hath a, quiet breaft. , 

Farewell, my Lord, fecurely J efpie 
Vertue with valour, couched in thine eye *. 

Order the tryall Marlball, and begin, 

Mar.Harry of Hereford,Lancafter,and Derby 
Receive thy Lance, and hea ven defend thy right. 

Bui. Strong asaTowrein hope, I cry, Amen- 
Mar. Goe beare this Lance to Thoma* D«of Norfolfce, 
iHar. Harry of Hereford, Lancafter,and Derby, 
Stands here for God, his Soveraigne,and himfcflfe, 

On paine to be found falfe and recreant. 

To prove the Duke of Norfolke,7'Aoi»^ Mowbray, 
ATraytor to his God,his King, and him. 

And dares him to fet forwards to the fight. 

‘i.Har. Here ftandeth Tho .MewfaayOxkz of Norfolk 
On paine to be found falfe and recreant. 

Both to defend himfelfe,and to approve 
Henry of Hereford, Lancafter, and Derby, 

To God, his Soveraigne, and to him difloya.il: iV . 
Couragiouflyjand withafreedefire, . 

Ateending but the fignall to begin. A charge founded. 

'Mar. Sound Trumpets, and let forward Combatants. 
Stay, the King hath, thrownc his Warder downe. 

Bich . Let them lay by thtir-Helmets and their Speares, 
And b oth returne backe to their C haires againe : 

W ithdraw with us,and let the Trumpets found. 

While we returne thefe Dukes, vvhat wedecree, . . 

A long fiourifl)* 

Draw neere and lift 

What with our councell we havedone. 

For that our Kingdomes earth fliould not be ioyld 
With that deare blood which it hath foftered. 

And for our eyes doc hate the dire afpect 
Of civill wounds plough’d up with neyghbours fwerds, 
Which fo rouz d up with boyftrous untun'd drumnacs, 
W ith harfh refounding Trumpets dreadfull bray. 

And grating fhoeke of wrathful! yroft Armes, 

Might from our quiqtCqnfines fright faire Peace, 

And 






of Richard the fecond. 

Arid' make us wade evdn in our kindreds bloods 
Therefore, we banifli you our Territories* 

You feofln Hereford, upon paine ofdeath, 

Till twice five Summers haveenrichd our fields? 

Shall not regreet our faire Dominions,'. 

But tread the ftranger paths of banifliment. 

Bui. Your yv.ifl be done : this muft my comfort be? • 
That Sunne that warmes you here fhall fhineon me : 

And thefe his golden beames 1 to you here lent. 

Shall poynt on me,- and gilde my banilhment.' 

Rich- Norfojke: for thee remaines a heavier doome. • 
Which 1 with fome unwillingrieffe pronounce,.. 

Theflye flow houresfliall' not determinate 
The datelefle limit of thy deare exile : 

The hopelefle word, of never to returne. 

Breathe agamft thee, upon paine of life.'l 
Mow. A heavy lentence my moft Soveraigne Liege,. 
And all unlookd for from your Hjghneffe mouth : 

A deerer merit, not fo deepe amaime? 

As to be caft forth itrthe common ayre 
Have I deferved at your Highnefle hands. 

The Language]! have learn’a thefe forty yeares • 

(Myna tive Eriglifh ) now I muft forgoe , 

Ana now my tongues ufe i s to me no more. 

Then an unftringed Vyoll, or aHarpe, 

Or like a cunning Inftrument cas’d up. 

Or being open, pilt into his hands 

That knowes no touch to tune the harmony. : 

Within my mouth you have enga old my tongue ' 

Doubly purcUllift with myteeth and lips. 

And dull, unfeeling, 'barren ignorance, 

Is made my 'gaoler- to attend on me : 

I am too old to fa wne Upon a :Nurfe, 

To farre in yeares to be a pupill now i ‘ 

What is thy lentence thefobuc fpcechlefTe death? 

Which robs;my tongue fromfereatheing native breath ? 

-Rich. It boots thee not to be companionate. 

After our fentence, plaining comes too late- 

-> Mm* 
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The Life and Death 

Mow. Then thus I.turne me from tpy Countries, light 
Todwell in folemrie fhades of endlefle night. 

R/cA.Returne againe and take an oath with thee. 
Lay on ourroyall Sword, your banifht hands, 
Sweareby the duty that you owe to heaven 
(Our part therein we banifh with your ielves) 

To kepe the Oath that we adminifter : 

You never fhall (fo helpe you Truthand Heaven) 
Embrace each others loue in bani foment. 

Nor ever looke upon each others face. 

Nor ever writ, regreete, or reconcile 
This Iowring tempeft of your home-bred hate, 

Nor ever by adviled purpofe meet. 

To plot, contrive, or complot any ill, 

’Gainft V s our State, our Subjeft s,or our Land, 

'Bui. I fweare. 

MowAnd I to keepe all this, 

Bui. Norfolke,fo farre, as to mineenemy. 

By this time ( had the King permitted us ) 

One of our foules had wandred in the ayre, 

Banifo’d this frayle fepulcher of our fiefo. 

As now our flefo is banifh’d from this Land. 

Confefle thy Treafons,ere thou fiie this Realmgj ; 

Since thou haft farre to goc, beaie not along 
The clogging burthen of a guilty foule. , 

Mow. No hull in gbrook<'. If ever I were Traitor, 

My name be blotted from the Booke of Life, 

And Ifrom heaven banifo’d, as from hence: 

But what thou art,hcaven, thou, and I doe know. 

And all too foone ( 1 feare) the King fhall rue. 
'Farewell (my Liege) now no way can I ftray. 

Save backe to England, all the worlds my way. 

Rich. Vncle,evcn in the glaffes of thine eyes 
I fee thy grieved heart : thy fad afpeeft. 

Hath from the number ofhis banifo’d year es 
Pluck d foure away : fixe frozen Winters fpent, 
Retume with welcome home from banifh nent* 
v How .long a time lyes in one little w ord ; 

Foure 



i the ft cofid. 

Gamt.l thanke my Liege that in regard of me 

He Ihortens foure yeares of my formes exile . 

But little vantage fhall 1 reape there y. 

For ere thefe fixe yeares that he hath to fpend 
Can change the Moones , -and bring their times about, 
Myoyle-dride tampe, and ume-bewafted light 
Shall I be e>tinft with age, and endlefle night . 

Mv ipeRof Taper, will be burnt, and done, 

Xtra blindfold death, not let me fee my fonne. 

Rich. Why Vncle, thou haft many yeares to live. 
(? 4 #»f.But net a minute(King)that thou canftgwe j 
Shorten my dayes thou.canft with hidden forrow, 

And plucke nights from me, but not lend a morrow : 
Thou canft helpe time to furrow^ me with age. 

But ftop no wrincle in his pilgrimage j 
Thy word is currant with him, for my death, • • • 

But dead, thy kingdome cannot buy my breath. 

Rich> Thy fonne is banifh d upon good aduice 
Whereto thy tongue a party-verdia gave. 

Why at our luftice feem’rt thou then to lowre? 

C7<t«.Things fwcet to taft,prove in digeftion fowrc : 

You urg’d me as a Iudge, but I had rather 
You would have bid me arguedikea. Father# 

Alas,I look'd when feme of you ftiould fay, 

Iwas too ftrift to make mine owne away : 

But you gave leave to my unwilling tongue, 

Againft my will, to do ray felfe this wrong. 

Rich.Cotin farewelhand Vncle bid him lbs 
Six yeares we banifli him, and he fhall go. Exit* 

■Flourijh. 

Au.Coto farewell ;what prefence mUft not know 
Fr om w here you do remaine, let paper fhow- 
Mar My Lord, no leave take I, for I will ride 
As farre as land will let me,' by your fide. • - - 

Gaunt. Oh tp what purpofe doft thou hbrd thy words. 
That thou returtfft no greeting to xhy friends ? 

C 2?#/« 
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%ul .\ haue too few to take my leave of you, 

When the tongues office flhonld be prodigail. 

To breath th^abutidant- dolGiw..ofthcheatt. 

Gmi . Thy grieferis bmcthy a&fence.for a.tj'me* ')J-(or r . 
Bui. loy ablent,gnefe is prclent for that time*. 

VV hat is fixe Winters, they are quickly gone ? 

Bnl; Jo rnen in;loy,,biitgriefcmaJtes oflehcitireten*r i 

C i au - Calf vcilythabtboa t^fit for plc^urevo y 
Bui My heartrwiUfigb, Wifen l ratfcalHcrfo- sd linl- 
Which finds it atiMorced Pilgrimage. • 

Gamt-'lV.t fallen paffage ofihy weary fteps ; ; : 
Efteeme a ioyJe, wherein thou, art to let / ,-v , 
The precious Iewell of thy home returne. 

Bttl. (Jfowho.can hold a firdiMiftjUiniyr.b vm 
By thinkifogOQ th 6 &o 0 ry.€aMcaf/n i : vifnh^ 
Or cloy the hungry edge ofappctite, ,, in 
By bare imagination of a fea ft ? 

Or wallow naked in December fnow ■ 

By thinking on phantaftmke Summers heatef • 

Oh no,the apprehenfion of the good 

Giues but the greater feeling to the worfe : 

Fell forrowes tooth, doth ever rankle more 

Then when it bites, but lanceth not t he lore. 

Gav Cotncsom (my fonne)Ile bring thee on thy way 
Had I thy youth* andcaiife, I would nbi fl~ay* a: yn uoT 
Bui. Then Englands ground fare well jfweetfoyleadieu 3 
My Mother, and my Nurfe, which beares me yet : 

Where ere I wander, boaft of this lean, , r; 

1 hough banifii d, yet,a true-borne Englifhmani, m 1 Ink;;. A 



Scma Qvdrta. 



obii ih y i 'joi c i 'u>j on, bio j yl>i. 

Snttr King^Hmcrk, Gtetve, ^ ?, 

. • Wfc did pbferve* Gofin 

How farre brought you hi^iJhreford on ids way* 
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of Rioted the fitond. : 

Am< I brought high Hereford (if you call him fo ) 

But to the next high way, and there I left him. , 

Rich, And fay, what ftore of parting teares were foed ? 
><«>».Faith none by me: except the Northealt wind 

Which then blew bitterly againft our face, 

Awak’d the fleepy rhewme, and fo by chance 

Did grace our hollow parting with a teare. 

Rich ,. What faid our Cofin when you parted With him? 
^.Farewell: & for my heart difdained that my tongue 
Should fo prophane the word, that taught me craft 
To counterfeit opprelTion of fuch griefe. 

That word feem’d buried in my forrowes grave. 
Marry,would the word farewell, had lengthen d houres ? 
And added yeeresto his (hort banifhment, 

He fhould have had a volum^ of Farewels, 

But fince it would not, he had none of me. 

Rich. He is our Cofin (Cofin) but ’tis doubt. 

When time fhallcallhim home from baniflnment. 
Whether our kinfman come to fee his friends, 

Ourfelfe, and Bujhy, Bagot here and (jrcene 
Obferu’d hisCourtfhip to the common people: 

How he did feeme to dive into their hearts. 

With humble, and familiar courtefie, 

,W hat reverence he did throw aw ay on {laves ; 

Wooing poore Craftefmen,with the craft of fmiles. 

And patient under-bearing ofhrs Fortune, 

As ’twere tp banifii their atfedTs with him. 

Off goes his bonnet to an Oyfter-wench, 

A brace of Dray-men bid God fpeed him well. 

And had the tribute of his fupple knee. 

With thanks my Countrimen,my Loving friends. 

As were our England in reuerfion his, 

Andhe our fabj'e&s next degree im.hbpe. 

GV.VVell,he is gone,and with him goe thefe thoughts 
Now for theRebels, which Hand out in Inland* 
Expedient mannage muff be madfc my Liege 
Erefurthec lcy.lure,yceld the further meanes 
For their aduantage, and your highneffe- Ioffe. - - ; 

C 2 Rich. 





The Life and Death 

Rich. We will our felfein perfon to this warcej- v ' 'i 
And for our Coffers, with too great a Court, 

A fid liberall LargefTc, are growne fomewhat light* 
Wc are enforc’d to farme our royall Realme, 

The revenew whereof fnall furnilhus 
For our affaires in hand : if they come fhort. 

Onr fubfttutes at home fliall have Blancke-charters : 
Whereto,when they (hall know what men arc rich, 
They fhall fubfcribe them for large fummes of Gold, 
And fend them after to fupply our wants; 

For we will make for Ireland prefently.-’ 

Enter Btijhj. 
j&ufbjj what newes ? 

Bh. Old John a Gaunt is very ficke my Lord, 
Sodainely taken, and hath lent port hafte 
To entreat your Maiefty to vxfite him,- 
Rich. Where lyes he ? 

Bu. At Ely-houfe. 

Rich. Now put it (heaven) in his Phyfitians mind/ 
To hclpe him to his grave immediately ; 

The linningof his coffers fhall make Coates • - 

To decke our Souldiers for thefe Irifh warres* r 
Come Gentlemen, let’s all go vifit him ; 

Pray heaven we may make hafte,andcome too Iat 



^ABm Secundm^ Sc tend Prints 



Gait. Will the King come> that I may breath my laft 
dtiwholfomecounlell to his unftayd youth? 

Tor.V ex not your felfe, nor ftrive not with your breath 
For all in vaine comes counfell to his eare. 

Gau. Oh but (they fay) the tongues of dying men 
Jnforce attention, like deepe harmony j . 

Where 
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— - "”7iu5ia a* 

More are mens ends mar* 0 ,tnen 1 , 

The Getting Sunne, and muficke is 
As thedaft tafte of fweetes, isTweeteft laft. ^ 

Writ in remembrance, more then . , 8P ’ . ’ 

Though .Richard my lives counfell would not heare. 

My deaths fad tale, may yet un-deafe his eare r 
2V.No, it is ftopt with other flatt ring founds 
As prayfes of his date: then there ace found , . * * 

Lacmous Meeters, to whofe venome found 

The open eares of youth doth alwaies 1 

Report of fafhions in proud Italy, 

Whofe manners ftill our tardy apilh Nation 

Limpes after in bafe imitation* 

Wheredoth the 1 world thruft forth a vaniy. 

So it be new, there’s no rel'pea how vile. 

That is not quickly buzz’d into their eares • 

That all too late comes counfell to be heard. 

Where will doth mutiny- with wits; regard 

Direa not him,whofe way himtelfe willchoi , - 

Tis breath thou lackft, and that breath mlt 

Gaunt. Me thinkes I am a Prophet new mipir o. 

And thus expiring doe foretell of him , 

His rafh fierce blaze of Ryot cannot lalt, . 

For violent fires foone burne out them e > ^ 

Small fhoures kft long.but fodaihe ftormes «e dhort. 

He tyres betimes, that fpurs too fadfc betl J^ s f ’ j . 

With eager feeding food doth c-hoake J 

Light vanity, inlaitat coemorant,"- 
Confuming meanes' foone prey es upon it tel ■ ■ • 

This royall Throne of Kings, this Sceptred Hie, 

This earth of Majefty', this feate of Mars , 

This other Eden, demy Paradife, 

This Fortres built by -nature for her leire, 

Againft infeftion,and the hand of vvarre.; ■ 

C 3 








the Life- 



This bappy breed df men; this little to*ddpc?.- 
This precious ftonciet mifw'filver Sc#* ,\ ;,vid 
Which ferves it in the office of a wall. 

Or as a Moate defenliucco a houfe, v >, '! 

Againft the enuy of ieffe bappier. Lands, 's ,, rr 
This blefl'ed plot; this Earth thi i Rcalme, th*s England 
This Nhrfe, this teenring wombeof Royall Kings, V 
Fear’d By their breed, and famous for their birth, * 
Renowned for their deeds, as farre from home, ’ 

For Chrillia« fervice < and true.Chivalry, 

Asistheftpulcherinllubbs}tne/«ry 

Of the worlds ranfome , bkfled Maries fonne. 

This Land of fucli deare (ouies,this deare deareLand 
Dcare for her reputation through the world. 

Is now Leas’d out (T dye pronouncing it ) 

Like to a Tenement ,<i)r pelting Farm*. 

England bound in with the triumph ant ’Sea, 

Whofe rocky fhorebeatesbacke the envious hedge 
Of watry Neptune,isnow bound in with Ihame^ 
With Inky blottes, and rottetiFarchment bonds. 
Th^t England that was wontto conquer others*. i 
Hath made a fbamefull conqueft of it felfeF ,,;:i : 

Ahjj would the fcandill vanifh with my lifc^ t- .1 &V - . 

How happy then were my enfuing death ? ! i 

Enter King , Queen e , lAnmede^ Bufbv Greene, 

Bagot^ps^Hd friUoughbji ; T • i 
?V.The King is come,deale mildly with his youth, 
For young hot Coalts, being rag’d, doe rage the more. 
JQu. How fares our noble Vncle, > 

Ru VVbat comfort man ? How iliwirhaged Gaunt! 
ga. Oh how that name befits my cotopofitiona 
Olu Gaunt indeed, and gaunt in being old : 

Within me griefe hath kept a teadious fall. 

And whoabftaines from meace, that is not gaunt : 
if 4 ?!! England long time have I watcht T r 

Vvatching breeds leanneiie, ieannefle is all gaunt: 

The plealure that fome Fathers feed upon. 
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of Richard the feand. 

Is my ftriftfaft, I meanc my Childrens looses, . .G 
And therein fiftifig, haft thou mads inci gaum Siro ■=„? si/ 
Gaunt am I for thVg^ey gaunt asa .gDawyi^ViUl mi Vv 
W hofe hollow wombe inherits; nought Butl>®h©s» - 
Rich. Can fickc men play fo nicely with their names . 
^4/0 No, nailery makes fport to mockc it felfe : f eHI 
Since thmdoft feeke to kill my hime in me, t 0I1. 1 

I mocke my name (greaf King) to flatter thee, O w.y v: 
Ric. Should dying men flatter thofethat live l -rorfj 'oT 
<j4»*No,no, man living flatter thpfe that dye. 1:1 
Ric. Thou now a dying, fayft thou flatter' ft. me*. 

<?*«. thou' .IfthOIicfcer betim 7 iA 

Rkkil4m ih health'! breathe,! fee thee, ill* dl . . . / } 

Gau , Npw he that msde mo, kiioweBilfee-thee illH ', 
111 in my felfe to fee, and in tfeeejfedrig'Mli 2 v .:’ ; 

Thy death-bed'isuo leffer then-the Land," :• 

VVhercin thou lyeft in reputation ficke. 

And thou too carekfle patie#'as-tboufa*ti*o .. 

Commit’ ft thy annoynted bo^'y ®oGtbe:curh 
Of thofePhyfitionS, that feft grounded thee r. >’ 

Athoufand flatterers fit within thy- -Crowne, 

Whofe compafle is no bigget thenthy hand. 

And yet encaged inlb/feMIhVerge, 

The wafte is no whit lefter then thy Land,. 

Oh had thy Grandfirwith a Rroghets eye, 

Seene how his femes fonne, fhould deftroy. his fonnes. 
From forth thy reach he would have layd thy fharoe,, 

Ifepofing thee before thou wert pofleft, 

VVhich art pofleft now to Tepofothy felfe, 

W hy (Cofin) were thbH 1 Regent fcftfae world. 

It were a fliame to let this Land by leafe: 

But for thy world- enicyitrg but this Land , 

Isit not morethen fhamejto Ihame it^fb? .1 , 

Landlord of England art thou, and not King:- , - 

Thy ftateof Law,is bondflave ca>tbt|iw!^[ // 
And-———. :bvsf sj p: vif'. MA 

R«/j- And thou , a l 4 lttatfeke?teane-wmed &oIe^ ; 
Prcfuming onaaAgu^s priveiledfee,,’:'. bn» t - 




a m jwjc tinu> iscmn 

Dar'ft with thy frozen admonition 

Make pale out cheekc, chafing the .Royall blood 

With fury, from his native refidence? 

Now by-ray Seates right Royall Maiefty, 

Wert thou not brother to great Edvards fonne, 

This tongue that runnesfo roundly in thy head, 

Should runne thy head from thy unreverent fhoulders. 
G^.Ohfpare me not, my brother Edwards fonne, 

? For that I was his father Edwards fonne i 
That blood already (like the Pellicaq) 

Thou hafttapt out, and drunkenly carows’d. 

My brother, giocefler , plaine well meaning foule, 
(WhomfairebefalLinheaven J nmngfthappy-foule$)j 
Mayhe aprefident,and Witneffe good, , • , / ' . , J 
That thou refpe&’ftmotfpilling Edwards blood: 

Ioyne with the prefent fickeneffe that I haue. 

And thy unkindneffe be like crooked age. 

To crop at once a too-long wither’d flowre. 

Live in thy fliame, but dyetiot fhame with thee, 
Thefe words hereafter, thy tormentors be. 

Convey me to my bed, then to my grave. 

Love they to li.ve,that love and honour have. Exit, 

Rich. And let themdye,tbat age and fullens have, 
For both haft thou,and both become the .grave. 

Tor. I doe befeech your Maiefty impute, his Words 
To way ward ficklineffe, and age in him : 

Hejoues you on my life, and holds you dearc 
As Harry Duke of Hereford jNttz he here. 

Rich. Right,you fay true • as Hercfcrds loye, fo his ; 

As their s/q mine: and all be as it is. 






Enter Northumberland. 

Nor. My Liege, old Gaunt commendshim 
cMaiefty. v 

Rich. Wh^t feyeshe ? ■_>. ;i ■ ■<.: .v.-r .! : VI v • ■ 

Nor. Nay nothing, all is fayd : — ' f 1 

His tongue is now aftringleffe inftrument. 
Word^life^nd all, pld htivt ^ 

/ *• it: ' J- | 



WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Richard II (STC 22313) LONDON, 1 









of Richard the fecond. 

Tor. Be Yorke the next,that muft be bankrupt fo,- 
Though death be poore, it ends a nwrtall wo. 

Rica. The ripeft fruit firft fals, and fo doth he, 
Histimcisfpent, our pilgrimage muft be : 

So much for that. Now for our Irifli warres. 

We muft fupplant thole rough rug-headed Kernes, 

W hich live like venom, where no venom clfe 
But onely they have privelledge to live. 

And for thefe great affaires do aske fome charge 
Towards our afliftance, we doe leize to us 
The plate, coyne, and revennews , and moveables. 
Whereof our Vncle gaunt did ftand poffeft. 

Tor. How long fhall I be patient ? Oh how long 
' Shall tender duty make me fuffer wrong ? 

Not Giofters death, nor Herefords banifhment, 

Nor G aunts rebukes,nor Englands private wrongs. 
Nor the prevention of pooie Ballingbrooke, 

About his marriage, nor my owne dilgrace 
Have ever made me fowre my patient cheeke. 

Or bend one wrinkle on my foveraignes face: 

I am the la ft of noble Edwards fonnes. 

Of whom thy father Prince of Wales was firft: 

In warres was never Lyon rag d more fierce : 

In peace, was never gent le Lambe more mild. 

Then was that young and Princely Gentleman: 

His face thou haft, tor even io look d he 
Accomplifn d with the number of thy howers : 

But when he frown’d, it was agai-nft the French, 

And not againft his friends < his noble hand 
Did win what he did /pend : and ipent not that 
Which his triumphant fathers hand had won : 

His bands were guilty of no kindreds blood. 

But bloody with the enemies of his kinne : 

Oh Richard, Torke is too farre gone with griefe, 
Oreife he never would compare betweene. 

Rich. Why Vncle, 

W hat’s the matter ? . 

Tor. Oh my Liege, pardon me if you pleafe, if not 

D 
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I pleas'd not tobepardon’d.amcontent with all; 

SeeVe you to ieize,and gripe into your hands 
The Royalties and Rightes ofbanifh’d Hereford? 

Is not Gaunt deadPand doth not Hereford livei^ 

Was not Gaunt juft? and is not. Harry tiue ? 

Did not the one delerve to have an heyre ? 

1 s not his heyre a well-deferving Tonne ? 

Take Herefords rights away, and take from time 
His Charters, and hiscuftom rierights :■ 

Ilet not to morrow then infue to day, 

Benotthy felfe* For how art thou a King 
But byfaire TequenecandTuccdTion ? 

Now afore God , God forbid T fay true, 

3 fyou doe wrongfully feize Hereford/ right. 

Call in his Letters Patents that he hath 
By his Atturneyes generall , to fue 
His Livery, and deny his offer’d homage, 

You plucke a thouland dangers on your head, 
Youloofeathoufand well-aifpofed hearts. 

And prickc my tender patience to thofe thoughts 
Which honor and allegeance cannot thinke. 

iP/V-Thinke what ypu will : we feife into our hands,. 
His plate,his good s,his money, and his land*. 

Tor. lie not be by the while : My Lcige farewell, 
What will enfue hereof, there’s none can tell. 

But by badcourfes may beunderftood. 

That their events can never fall out good. Exit. 

Rich. Goe Buftie to the Earle of Wiltjhire ftrejght, 
Bid him repairetous to Elj Houle,” 

To fee this bu/inefle .‘tomorrow next 
We will for Ireland , and’tistime,! trow: 

And we create in abfence of our lelfe 

Our Vnckle Totje, Lord Govcrner of England •' 

For he is juft, and alwayes lov’d us well- 
Come on our Queene,to morrow muft we part. 

Be merry , for our time of ftay is fhort* FlouriJh< 

planet AT irth JVil lough by , and Raff . 

Nor* Well Lords.theDuke of Lancafteris dead. 

Kof 




Richard the feemd. 

Raff. And living too/or now his fonne isDuke-’ 

Will. Barely in title, not in revennew. _ 

Nor. Richly inboth , if juftice hadherright. 

Rojf. My heart is great : but it muftbreake with lilence 
Eer’t be disburthen’d.’with a liberall tongue. 

Nor. Nay /peake thy mind & let him ne’r fpeake more 
That fpeakes thy words againe to doe thee harme. 

Wi. Tends that thou’d ft fpeake toth’ D- of Hereford • 
If it be fo, out with it boldly man: 

Qyicke is mine eare to heare of good towards him* 

'Rojf. No good at all that I can doe for him, 

Vnlcffe you call it good to pity him. 

Bereft and gelded of his patrimony- 

Nor. Now afore heaven , ’ts Ihamefuch wrongs are 
borne, 

In him a royall Prince, and many moe 
Of noble blood in this declintng Land ; 

The King is not himfelfe , but bafely led 
By flatterers, and what they will informe 
Meerely in hate ’gainft any of us all: 

That will the King feverely profecute 
’Gainft us, our lives, our children, and our heires- 
Rojf. The Commons hath he pill’d with grievous taxes 
And quite loft their hearts : the Nobles hath he fin’d 
For ancient quarrels,and quite loft their hearts- 
Wtl. And daily new exactions are devis’d. 

As blankes, benevolences, and I wot not what : 

But what o’ Gods name doth become of this ? 

Nor. W arres hath not wafted it,for warr’d he hath not. 
But bafely yeelded upon comprimize. 

That which his Anceftors atchieu’d with blowes: 

More hath hefpent inpeace,then they in warres- * 

R The Earle of Wiltfhirc hath the Realme in farme- 
Wil . The King's growne bankrupt like a broken man. 
Nor. Reproach, and defohnion hangeth over him. 

• 7* H e hath not money for thefe Irifti warres • 

(His burthenous taxations notwithftandine) 

But by the robbing of the banifh’d Duke. & 
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Ner. His noble Kinfman, moft degenerate King r 
Bnt Lords, we heare this fearefulltempe fifing 
Yet feeke no flielter to avoyd the florme : 

W e fee the winde fit fore upon our failes. 

And yet we ftrike not,but lecurely peri£h. 

ft of -We fee theuery wracke that we mufl fufifet. 

Aid unavoyded is the danger now' 

Forfuflering fo the caufes of our wracke*. 

A7W.Nct io ; even through the hollow eyes, of death; 

T fpie life peercing: but I dare not lay, 1 
How neere the tidings of ourccmfort is. 

Wil NayJet us fhare thy thoughts, as thou doll ours* 
ftofBc confident to fpeakeNorthumberland, 

W e three, are but thy felfe, and fpeaking fo, 

Thy words are but as thoughts, therefore be bold. 

Nor. Then thus: I have from Por tie B lan 
•A- Bay in Tir'ttaine, receiv’d intelligence, 
f hat Harry Duke of Hereford , Raynald Lord (fobhm t 
( That late broke from-the Duke of Exeter, 

His brother Archbifhop , late of Canterbury, 

Sir Them as Erpingham,. Sir lohn ftamslon. 

Sir Ioh nN or bery , Sir Robert Waterton , and Francis Cgoitit^. 
All thefe'well furnifh’d by the Dukcof 'Brittaine, 

With eight tall fh'ps, three theufand men of warre 
Arc making hither with all due expedience. 

And fhortly meane to touch our Nort herne (Lore : 
Perhaps they had ere this, but that .they flay 
The firft departing of the King, for Ireland. 

Ifthen we (hall (bakeoff our fiavifh yoake, , 
lurnpe out our drooping Countries broken wing, 
Redetme from broken pawne, the blemifiVd Crowney 
Wipe off the duft that hides the Scepters gilt, 

And make high Majefly looke like it lejfe. 

Away with mein pofle to Ravenfpurgh, 

But if you faint, as fearing to doe fo, , 

Stay and be fecret and my. felfe will goe*. 

Rof 1 o horfe, to horfe. urge doubts to them that feare*' 
Wd. Hold out my hor(e ; and I will jiril be there* Exea- 
" ~ " ’Scent 





iW Sin 25>iro 
ybon aiT* .A\-H 



SPtdJon ?,i 1 ' •« 



Enter Queene, Bttfby,and Bagot . 

2?«yZ>.Madkm,your M a jell y is too much fad, 

You promis d when you parted with the King, 

To lay afide {eife-haiining heavin.effe. 

And entertaine acheerefull difppfition. ." 

jgeCYo pleaie’ the King, I did : to pleafe my felfe 
1 cannot doe it - yet I know ho caufc 
Why I fiio'uld welcome fuch a gueil dsgriefe, 

Save bidding farewell to fo Twee; a giicfl 
Astnyfweet Richard, yetagaineme tHinkes 
Some unborne forrow ripe in fortunes wombe 
Is comming towards me , and my inyvard foule 
With nothing tremb'les,at fomething it grieves. 

More than with parting'frcm my Lord the King. 

Buflu Each fubftance of a griefe had twenty fhadows 
Which' fhewes like griefe it felfe, but is, not fo: 
Forforrowes eye glazed with blinding teares. 

Divides one thing incite , to many objects 
Like per(pe£lives‘,which rightly gaz’d upon 
Shew nothing but confufion, ey'd awry, 
DifiingnifhtTorme: fo your fweet Maiefty 
Looking awry upon your Lords departure. 

Find fiiapes of griefe,morethen'hifnielfe ip ^ wa'He, 
Which look’d on as it is, id nought but inadowes 
Of what it is not, then thrice-grdcious Qjireene, 



iq3 




£l u ' It may be lb, but yet my inward foule 
Ferlvvad.es me it is otherwile ho\v ere it be, 
l cannot but be fad : fo heavy (ad- 



'As 
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The Life and Death 

As though on thinking on no thought I thinkei 
Makes me with heavy nothing faint and fhrinke* 

Btifb. ’Tis nothing but-conceit (my gracious Lady,) 

Tis nothing icfle : conceit is ftill deriu’d 
From fome fore father greefe, mine is not fo, 

For nothing hath begot my fomething gricfe, 
Orfomething,haththe nothing that I grieve, 

’Tis in reverfion that I doe pofleffe, 

But what it is, that is not yet knowne,what 
I cannot name,’ tis namelefle woe I wot. Enter Green, 

Gree. Heaven fave your Majefty,and well met Gentle. 
I hope the King is not yet fhipt for Ireland • ( men; 

fu. Why hop' ft thou fo? *T is better hope he is : 

For his defignes crave hafte, good hope, 

Then wherefore doit thou hope he is not fhipt ? 

Gree, That he our hope,[might have retyr d his power, 
And driven into defpaire an enemies hope. 

Who ftrongly hath fet footing in this Land, 

The banifti'd '.Bullingbroobe repeales himlelfe. 

And with up-lifted Armes is fafe arriu’d 
At I \auerfpurg, 

flu* Now God in heaven forbid* 
qree, O Maddam’t\s too true: and that is worfe, 
The L< Northumberland, his young fome, Henry Percy, 
The Lords of Uoffe,# eaumond^ind Willoughby . 

With all their powerfull friends are fled to him. 

Sufi* Why have you not proclaim’d Northumberland 
And the reft of the revolted faction, Traytors ? 

Gree, We have : whereupon the Earle of Worcefter 
Hath broke his ftaffe, refign’d his Stewardfliip, ( 
And all the houlhold feruants fled with him to Bullen. 

Qu. So Greene , thou art the Midwife of my woe, 
And Bulltngbrooke my forrowes di final!. heyre : 

Now hath my foule brought forth her prodigy, 

And I a gafping new delivered mother, 

Haue woe towoe.forrow to forrow ioyn’d* 

Bujh, Delpaire not Madam. 
ffu, Who ihall hinder me? 



? 



I will 



Twill defpaite,and beat emnity 

With couzening hope ; he is a flatterer, 

A Parafite, a keeper backe of death, . 

Who gently would dsffolve the bands of h e, 

Which falfe hopes linger in extremity* 

Enter Torke • 

Gree. Here comes the Duke of Yorke. 

J£u, W ith fignes of warre about his aged necke. 

Oh full of carefull bufmeflfe are his lookes : 

Vncle,for heavens fake fpeake comfortable words. 

Tor. Comfort’s in Heaven, and we are on the earth,. 
Where nothing lives but croffes,care,and griefe : 

Your husband he is gone to fave farreoff, 

Whilft others come to make his loofe at home : 

Here am I left to underprop his Land, 

Who vveake with age,cannot fupport myfelfe: 

Now comes his ficke houre that his forfeit made. 

Now Ihall he try his friends that flattered him- 
Enter a Servant* 

Set My Lord, your fonne was gone before 1 came. 

Ter . He was : why fo, goe all which way it will : 

The Nobles they are fled, the Commons they are cold, 
And will I fearerevolt on Herefords-Edz* 

Sirra, get thee to Plafliy to my lifter Glofler, 

Bid her fend me prelently a thoufandpound, ■ 
Hold,take my Ring. 

<5Vr. My Lord, l had forgot 

To tell your Lordftiip,to day I came by, and call’d there. 
But Iftiall grieveyou to report the reft. 

Tor, What is’t knave ? 

Ser, An houre before Icame, the Dutchefle di’de.’ 

T o . Heaven for his . mercy, what a tide of woes r 
Come rufhing on this w.ofull Land at once ? 

I know not what to doe : I would to heaven 
(So my vntruth hath not provok’d him to it ) ' 

Hie King had cut off my head with m’y brOthtr^' ir -* 1 
What, are there poftes difpatcht for Ireland ? 

How ihall we doe for money for thefe warres ? 

Com 
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me 



'Come fitter (Cofin I would fay ) pray pardon tr 
Goe fellow, get thee home, provide fome Carts, 

And bring away the Armour that is there- 
Gentlemen,! will yoH mutter , men t 
If] know how, or which way to order thefe 
Thus diforderly thruft into my hands- 
Never beleeve me- Both are my kinfmen, 

Th’one is my Soveraigne, whom both my oath 
, And duty bids defend: the other againe 
Is my kiafman, whom the King hath wrong’d. 

Whom confcience, and my kindred bids to right, 

W ell. fomewhat we mutt doe : Come Cofin, 
Iledifpofe ofyou.Gentlemen,goe mutter up your men, 
And meet me prefently at Barkley Cattle : 

I fhould to Plafihy toQ,but time will not permit, 

All is uneven, and every thing is left at fix and feven. £*, 
Bttjb ., The wind fits faire for newcs to goe to Ireland, 
But none returnes : for us to levy power 
Proportionable to th’enemy, is all impcffible- 
Gfx&t. - Bp fifle s our neereneffe to the King in love, 
Isneere thehate of thole love not the King- 
Bag- And \ that’s the wavering Commons, for their love 
lies in their purfes, and wholo empties them, 

By fo much fils their hearts with4eadly hate- 

T herein the King ftands generally condemn’d. 
Bag. If judgement lye in them, then fo doe we, 
Becaulewehavebeene everneere the King- 
,Gr^,Wel!: I will for refuge ftreight to Brittdll Cattle, 
The Earle of W iltfhire is already there. 

Bttjb. T hither wil 1 1 with you , for little office 
W ill hatefull Commons, performe for us, 

Except.like Curres, to teare us. all in pieces : 

Will you goe along with us? 

No, I.vvill to Ireland to dais Maietty : 

Farewell, if hearts pre.lages be, not vaine. 



We three, here part, that nev r Ml meete againe. 

To'rke thrives to beace backe Bullinbrookl' 



a5«.Thatsas 
Gr, Alas poore Duke, 
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of Richard the focond. 

Ismumbring fands,and drinking Oceans dry. 

Where one on his fide figbts,thoufands will flye. 

Baft. Farewell at once, for once, for all, aodever- 
Well.we may meet againe- 

Bag. I feare me never- Exit- 



Selena Inertia, 



Enter the Duke of Hereford, and Northum- 
berland. 

2«/. How farre is it my Lord to Barkley now ? 
Nor. Beleeve me noble Lord, 
lama ftranger herein Glofierjhire . 

Thefe high wide hils, .and rough uneven wayes* 
Drawesout onr miles, and makes them vvearylbme: 
And jet our fair? difeourfe.ha th.beene as Sugar, 
Making the hard, way lweetand delegable: 

But I bethinke me, what a weary way 

From Ravenfpurgh.Eo Cottffipld will be found. 
Inland ^ Go ttgbbjyy anting your company * 
Which Iprotett hath very much beguild P ? 

The teadioufnefte,and procefle of my travell- 

: 

And hope to /oy, is little Jetfein joy. 

By ng'ncfwhac , 

Of much lette valew is my comnS 
*<W®SS ! word*: but w/o co3 m > 

j: 






Per t 



cy 




I had thought, my Lord, to have learnd hi* 

^"X’isticnotwulithe^ene' 

r,L No W S»» d lotd,he hath forfookc the Com, 

Broken his Staffe of Office, and di perl — « 

The Houfhold of the King*. 

ATrtr. What was his re&lcn- ^ _ < . 

He was not lb refolv d, when we laft fpake together. 

M Percy . Becaufe your Lordfhip was proclaimed Traytor. 
But he, my Lord, is gone to Ra jenfpurgh, 

To offer l’ervice to the Duke of Heretorc , 
hnd Tent tne overby Barkely, to di co veir. 

W hat power the Duke of Y orke had le vied here, 
Then with direction to repaire to : Rav«ifpur| B • ^ 

Nor. Have you forgot the Duke of Hereford (Boy?) 

Percy. No, my good Lord ; for that is not forgot 
Which ne’re l did remember : to my knowledge, 

Percy . My gracious Lord,! tender you my fervice, 
Such as it is, being tender, raw, a^dyoU^ 

Which elder dayes (hall ripen, and confirm 
To more approved fervice anddeferc. r 
Bui. I thanks thee gentle 1 ercjt, and be fur 
Icount my 'elfe in nethrngelfe loha JTCX’ , 

As in a foule remembnng my good friends. 

And as my fortune ripens with my love. 

It (hall be [fill thy true loves recompence ^.^ 
My heart this covenant makes, my handthu 

W. How farre is it to Barkley ? 

Keepes good old Torks therc^with his m _ ■ ^ ^ 

Percy. There Hands the Caftte,by y ond u 
Mann '3 with three hutidted m ^f^A S ymr : 

And in it »= the Lords of 1 

None elle of Name, andnobie- eftimate- 

Enter Ro(fe,aud Willoughby ■ 

Nor ♦ Here comes the Lords of £#/and ; j 



WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Richard II ( STC 22313) LONDON,! 



Bloody with furring , fiery red with haft. 

Bui. Welcome my Lords, I wot your love purines 
A banifht Traytor ; all my T reafury ^ 

Is yet but unfelt thankes, which more enrich a. 

Shall be your love , and labours j-ecompence. 

Kof Your prefence makes vs rich, mo ft Noble Lord, 
Wil. And farre furmounts our labour to attaine it. 

Pul. Evermore thankes, th’Exchequer of the poorc. 
Which till my.infant-fortune comes to yeares. 

Stands for my bounty : but who comes here? 

Enter Barkely • 

Nor. It is my Lord of Barkely as I guefle. 

Bark. My Lord of Hereford,my meffage is t® you* 
Pul. My Lord, my anfweris to Lancaster t 
And 1 am come to feeke that name in England, 

And I mutt find that Title in yourTowne, 

Before I make reply to ought you fay. 

Barl^. Miffakeme not, my Lord, ’tis not my meaning 
To raze one title of your honour out. 

To you, my Lord,l come (what Lord you will) 

Trom the moft glorious of this Land, 

The Duke of T orkeyo know what pricks you on 
T o take advantage of the abfent time, 

And fright our native peace with felfe-borne Armes* 
Enter Torke. 

Bui. I (hall not need tranlport my words by you. 

Here comes his Grace in perfon. My Noble Vncle. 

Bor. Shew me thy humble Heart, and not thy Knee, 
Whofe duty -is deceivable and falfe, 

Bui, My gracious Vncle. 

Tor - Tut, tut, Grace me no Grace, nor Vncle me, 

I am no Traylors Vncle j and that word Grace, 
fn an ungracious mouth, is but prophane* 

Why have the(ebanilh*d, and forbidden Leg^es, 

Dar d once to touch the duft of Englands Ground? 

But more then why, why have they dar’d to march 
Jo many miles upon her peacefull Bofome, ' ■ * • 

itJghung her pale fac d Villages with Warre, ' ' 

E 2 And 







And oftentationof defpiied Armes:? 

Com’ft thou becauie th’anoynted King is hence? 

Why foolid-i Boy, the King is left behind. 

And m my.loyaH Bofome Lyes his power. -*?y <1 
W ere I but now the Lord of inch hot-youth,-,. .. 

As when braue Gaunt thy Father., and thy lelle, 
Refcued the Hacks Prince, that young BTdrs ot men, 
From forth the Rankes of many thouland French : 

Oh then , how quickly flxould this Arme of mine,; 
Now prifoner.to the Plafhy , chathfe thee, ; .r.-j,) 
And minifter correftion to thy fault. 

Bid. My gracious Vncle,let me know my fault, 
Onwhat condition fxandsit,and wherein ? 

7or.Even in condition of the worft degree, * 
Jn^rolTe Rebellion, and detefted Treaion : 

Thou art a banifh’d man, and here art come 
Before th’ expiration of thy time, 

Inbraving Armes ag-hnft thy Soveraigne^ 

BhI. As I was banifh’d, 'I was banifh’d Hereford, 
But as a I come, I come for Lancaster - 
And noble Vncle,lbefeech your Grace 
Looke on my wrongs with an indifferent eye : 

You are my Father,for me thinkes in you 
I fee old Gaunt alive- Oh then my Father, 

Will you permit, that I (halt ftand condemn’d 
A wandring Vagabond, my Rights and Royalties 
Pluckt from my acmes perforce, and-given awa-y 
To upftart unthrifts ? Wherefore was I borne l 
If that my Coufin King\be King of England, 

It mult be granted, I am Duke of Lancafler- ; 

You have a fon ^ my Noble Kinfman, 

Had y ou firft died.and .he bin thus trod dovvne, >n m ■ 
He fhould have found his V ncle Gaunt a father,. 

To rowze his wrongs, and chafe them to the bay- 
I am deny dfe to fue ray Livery here;, - 

And yet my -Letters Pattens give me leave;, - oca - '• 
My fathers goods are all diftrayhdj and fol(3 ? : 

And thefe, and all amiffe implo^d 



Whatfwcmldyou have me doe 

And challenge Law, Attorneycs are denyd me. 

And therefore perfonaliy I lay my claime 
To mine inheritance of freeDefcent.. .. 5J 

Nor. The NobleDUke hath beehe too muchabus u- 
Rof.lt (lands your Grace upon to doe him rignt, 

Wil. Bafemenby his endowments are made great. 

TV. My Lords of England, let me tell you this, 

I have had feeling of my Cofins wrongs, 

And jabeiif’d 'all I eouldtodoe him right : 

But in this kind, tocome in braving Armes, ■ 

Be his owtte Carver, and cut out his way, ; ' 

To find out Right with wrongs, it maynot be ; 

And you that doe abeit him in this kind., 

Cherifh Rebellion, and are Rebels all. 

Ter. The Noble Duke hath fworne his comming is 
But for his ownejand for the right of that, r i s. 

We all have (trongly fworne to give him ayd, yy f, or; f 
And letbim nev’r fee joy, that breaks that oath. r . 7 0 , T 
Tor. Well, well, I fee the iflfue of thefe Armes, 

I cannot mend it, I muft needs confclfe, 

Becaufe my power is wcake, and all ill left : • 

But if I could, by him that gave me life, 

I would attach you all,ana make you ftoope 
Vntothe Soveraigne mercy of the King-., ; , r. r o . 
Butfince Icannot,be it knownc te you;, ; , . 

I doe remaineas Neuter. So fare you well, .V 
Vnlefle you pleafe to enter in the Caftle, 

And there repofe you for this Night • 

Bui. An offer Vnde, that we will accept: 

But we muft witineyour'Crace so. goewithiijT ormW 
To BriftolliCaftle, whidvthey fey/isdieLdr, zbnoi?. y 
By Bn[hie i Bago.t ) zn& their Complices, 

The Caterpillcrs of the Commonwealth, 

. Which I have fworne to weede,andplukeaway. 

T or. Tt may be I will goe with you, but yet ile pawfe, 
For I am loth to breake our Countries Lawes : 

Not Friends, nor Foes, tome welcome you are, 

E 1 Things 













I 



ill 



Things paftredrcffe, are now with mepaft care. Exeunt' 



Selena Quarta. 





Enter Salisbury and a Captaine, 

C apt .My Lord of Salisbury ,we have flay d tea dayes, 
And hardly kept our Countrymen together, 

And yet we he are no tidings from the King: 
Therefore we will difperfe ourfelves: farewell, 

Sal, Stay yet anotherday, thou trufty Welchman, 
The King repofeth all his confidence in thee. 

(fapt. Tis thought the King is dead,we will not flay. 
The Bay-trees in our Country all are wither’d, 

The Meteors fright the fixed Starresof Heaven; 

The pale-fac’d Moone lookes bloody on the Earth, 
And leane-lookt Prophets whi'per fearcfull change.; 
Rich men looke fad 3 and Ruffians dance and lcapc, 
The one in feare,to lofe what they enioy. 

The other to enjoy by Rage, and Warre : 

Thefe fignes fore-run Lhe death of Kings. 
FarewelljOur Countrymen are gone and fled, 

As well aflur’-d Richard their King is dead, • 

Sal • Ah Richard , with eyes of heauy mind, 

I fee thy Glory , like a fhooting Starre, 

Fall to thebafe Earth, from the Firmament: 

Thy Sunne lets weeping in the lowly Weft, 
WitneOing ftormes to come, woe, and unreft : 

Thy friends are fled.to waite upon thy foes, o 
Andcroflely to thy goodwill fortune goes. 



Exit . 



Ejit' 



joi n 



lI. 







Tertm 0 Sc<tna 



Enter Bullingbrookeft erhe ^Northumberland^ 

Rojfe .Percy, Willoughby ; with Bujby 
and Greene , pr if oners. 

Bui . Bring forth thefe men : . 

ITulhv and Greene , I will not vex your lo ? 

(Since prefently your foules muft part your bodies ) 
With two much urging your pemitious hues. 

For -twere no Charity : yet to wafh your blood 
From off my hands, herein the view of men, 

I will unfold fome caules of your deaths. 

You have mifiled a Prince, aroyall Kmg, 

A happy Gentleman in Blood,and Lineaments,, 

By you unhappied,and disfigur d cleane: 

You have in manner with your finfull houres 
Made a Divorce betwixt his Qpeene and him. 

Broke the Poffeffion of a Royall Bed? r 7 , 

And ftayn’d the beauty of a faire Queenes Cheekes, 
With Lies drawne from her eyes with 
My felfe a Prince, by fortune of my birth, (wrongs. 
Nfereto the King in Blood, and neere m love. 

Till you did'make him mif-mterptetme, 

Haveftoopt my necke under ysetar miuries. 



Haveitoopt my necKcuuuci — — * 

And figh’d my Englifebreathtniorraigne Uonds, 

Eating the bitter bread of banifoment; 

White you have fed upon my Seigniories^ 
l:r Ja ' Park M Land fell’ d. .myMorreft t 



& 



From mine owne winuowc^^*—? ' 

Raz'd out my ItUprefeleavhig tee n 0 ngne?' 

Save mens opinionsvand my livingtolood. 

To (hew the world Tam a Gentleman* . ■ 

This,and much more, much more tiien twice all this^ . 



\T 
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Condemneg yon to the death : fee them delivered over 
To execution , and the hand of death. 

Bujb. More welcome is the flroke of death to me, 
Then Bullingbrookc to England* 

Gree.YAy comfort is, that Heaven will take onrfoulcs, 
And plague iniuftice with the paines of hell. 

Bui. lyly Lord N or th umber land y fee them diipatch’d: 
Vncle, you lay the Queene is at your Houle 4 
For Heavens iake,fairely let her be intreated. 

Tell her,T lend to her my kind commends , 

Take Ipeciall care my greetings be deliver'd, 

'Bor. A Gentleman of mine, I have difpatch’d 
With Letters of your loueto her at large. 

‘Bui. Thankes gentlcvVncie: come Lords away, 

To fight with Gendoure, and his Complices; 

A while to worke,and after holliday. Exmu 




Drums, F/ouriJb :> <tvd Colour^ :h : o 1 

' > * ft .rtwiO «vf j r 4 fv ’t *rtr ~ j . i • 

SnurRiehard, Aumerle^Car-hte^ and Sp$ld?trs) r ; j- /•/ 
Rich. Barkloughly Caftle call you this at hand ? 

Ah. Yea, my Lora: how brooks your Grace the ayte, 
After your late tolling <?n the breaking Seas?'; r ■ ii. 
Rich . Needs mufti like it well, I vveepe for. ioy j v{ u 
To ftand uponmy'King!dQnie:once:agaihe. 
DeareEarth,I doc falute thee with my hand; « 
Though Rebek wound thee with their Horles hoofes : 
Asa long parted Mother with her Child, 

Playes fondly with her teares,- and fmiles in n^t^gj 
So wteping,fmiling, grect I thee theOEftcth, - ij0 f ; , ;; 
And doethee favour with my Royail hands, 

Feed not thy S'overaigncs Foe, my gentle Eafth, 

Not with thy fweetes comfort Jjis r^venpusfe^eet , 



of Richard the feconi , 

But let thy Spiders that fucke up thy venome. 

And heavy -gated Toadelye in their way; 

Doing annoyance to the treacherous feete. 

Which with ufurping fteps doe trample thee. 

Yeild flinging Nettles to mine Enemies ; 

And when they from thy bofomc plucke a Flower, 
Guard it I prethee with a lurking adder. 

Whole double tongue may with a mortail touch 
Throw death upon thy Soveraignes Enemies* 
Mockenotmy feneelefleConjuration: Lords; 

This earth fliall have a feeling, and thefe Stones 
Prove armed Souldiers,ere her native King 
Shall falter under fowle Rebellious Armes. 

CV.Feare not my Lord,that power that made you King 
Hath power to keepe you King, in fp'ght of all. 

Aum.Hc meanes, my Lord, that we are too remiffe, 
Whileft Buliingbroohe through their fecurity, 

Growes ftrongand great, in fubftance and in friends* 
Rich. Difcomfortable Cofin, knowert thou not, 

That when the fearching Eyeof Heaven is hid 
Behinde the Globe, that lights the lower world. 

Then theeves and Robbers raunge abroad unleene. 

In Murders and in out-rage bloody here : 

But when from under this Terreftriall Ball 
He fires the preud tops of the Eafterne Pines x 
And darts his Lightning through ev'ry guilty hole, 

Then Murders, ' realons, and detefled finnes 

(The Cloake of Night being pluckt from off their backes) 

Stand bare and naked, trembling at themfelves. 

So when this ! hiefe,this'Traytor Bullingbrooke , 

Who all this while hath reueli’d in the Night, 

Shall fee us riling in cur Throne, the Eaft, 

His Treafons will fit bluflhing in his face, 

Not able to endure the light of day ; 

But felferaffrighted, tremble at his finne. 

Not all the water in the rough rude Sea 
Can vvalh the Balme from an anoynted King-; 

■ifie breath of worldly men cannot depofe 

F 










The 



WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Richard II (STC 22313) LONDON, 1634 THE BRITISH LIBRARY (C-34.k.45) OctRYO 







The Life ani Petit ft 



The Deputy defied by the Lord : 

Tor every man that Bullingbrooke hath rreft. 

To lift Ihrewd Steele againft our Go’ den Crowne, 
Heaven for his Richard hath in heavenly pay 
A glorious Angell : then if Angels fight* 

Weake men mull fall,for Heaven ftill guards the right. 
Enter Salisbury, 

Welcome my Lord, how farre off lyes your power ? 

Sa/isb. Nor necre.nor farther off, my gracious Lord, 
Then this weake arme; difeomfort guides.my tongue, 
And bids me fpeake of nothing but delpaire? 

One day to late, I feare ( my Noble Lord ) 

Hath clouded all my happy dayes on Earth : , 

Oh call backe Yeller day, bid time teturne, 

And thoirfhalt have twelve thoufand'fighting men : 
Today, today, unhappieday too late 
Orethrowes thy Ioyes, Friends, Fortune, andthy State. 
F or all the V Velch-men hearing thou wert dead, 

Are gone to Bullingbroohe , dilperlf, and fled* 

Aum. Comfort my Liege , why lookes y our G race fo 



P Rich. Butnow the blood of twentie thoufand Men . 
Did triumph in my face , and they are fled. 

And till lb much blood thither come againe. 

Have I notreafon to lookepale, and dead ? 

All foules that will befafe , flye from my fide. 

For time hath fet a blot upon my pride. 

Aum. Comfort my Liege, remember who you are. 
Rich. I had forgot my felfe. Am t not King ? 

Awake thou lluggard Majefty, thou fleepeil : 

Is not the Kings Name forty thoufand Names ? 

Arme, arme my Name : a puny 1 ubieff llrikes 
At thy great glory, Looke not to the ground. 

Ye Favorites of a King : are we not high ? 

High be our thoughts : .1 know my Vncle forks 
Hath Power enough to ferve our turne. 

But who comes here Enter S creep. 
Scroop. Uote health and happinefle betide my Lieg^ * 
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Thcncan my care-tun’d tongue deliver him., 

Rich.Uine eare is open,and my heart prepar’d? 

The worft is worldly Ioffe, thou canft unfold ? 

Say, Is my Kingdome loft /why ’twas my Care? 

And what Ioffe is it to be rid of Care ? 

Strives Bullingbrooke to be as great as we ? 

Greater he fhall not be ? If he ferve God, 

Wee’l ferve him too ; and be his Fellow fo* 

Revolt our fubje&s ? That we cannot mend. 

They breake their Faith to God as well as us? 

Cry Woe,Deftru6lion,Ruine,Loffe,Decay, 

The worft is Death,and death will have his day* t 

Scroope.Ghd am I ,that your Highneffe is fo arm” d 
Tobeare the tidings of Calamity. 

Like an unfeafonable ftormy. day. 

Which make the filver Rivers drowne their Shores, ’ 
As if the world were all diffolu’d to teares ? 

So high, above his Limits, fwells the Rage 
Of Bullingbrooke^ covering your fearefull Land 
With hard bright Steele,and hearts harder then Steele ' 
White Beares have arm’d their thin and haircleffe Scalps 
Againft thy Ma/efty , and boyes with womens voyces. 
Strive to fpeake bigge , and clap their female j oynts 
In ftiffe unwieldy Armes ? againft thy Crovvne 
I by very Beadf men learneto bend their bowes 
Of double fatall Eugh ? againft thy ftate 
Yea Diftaffe-VVomen manage rufty Bills ? 

Againft thy Seat both young and old rebell. 

And all goes worfe then I have power to tell* 

R ich. Too well,too wellthou tell’ ft a Tale fo ill. 
Where is the Earle of W iltfhire P^where is Bagot ? 
VVhat is become of Bufhy ? where is Grecve ? 

That they have let the dangerous Enemy 
Meafureour Confines withluch peaceful! fteps ? 

If we prevaile, their hands fhall pay for iu 
I warrant they haue made peace with Bullingbrooke- 
Scrooge. Peace have they made with himindeede(my 



F * 
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Rich, Oh Villaines, Vipers, damn’d withoutredemption, 
Dogs, eafily won tofawne on any man> . 

Ssakes in my heart blood warm’d, that fling my heart,. 
Three Iudaflcs, each one thrice worfe then Iudas, 
Would they makepeace? terrible Hell makewarre, . 
Ypon their fpotted foules for this Offence, 

Scroope, Sweet love ( 1 fee ) changing .his property, 
Turnes to the fowreft , and moft deadly hate: 

A^aine uncurfe their foules: their peateismade 
W ith Heads, and not with hands : thofe whom you curfe 
Have felt thcworftof deaths deflroying hand. 

And lye full low, grav’d in the hollow ground. 

Aum. Is Bujby, Greens, and-the Earle of Wiltflure dead 
Scroope. Yea, all of them at Bri flow loft their heads* 
Aum. Where is the Duke my Fatiier with his Power? 
£ich-. No matter where, of comfort no man fpeake: 
Let’s talke of Graves, of' W ormes,and Epitaphs, 
Makeduft our Paper, and with Rainy Eyes 
Write lorrow in the boiome of the Earth. 

Let’s chufc Executors, and talke of Wills : 

And yet not fo ; for what can we bequeath. 

Save our depofed bodies to the ground ? 

Our -Land s.ourlives, and all are Bnlhngbrookes, 

And nothing can we call our owne, but Death, - 
And that fmall modell of the barren Earth, 

Which ferves as pafte, and cover to our bones: 

For Heavens fake let us fit upon the ground, - 
And tell fad ftories of the death of Kings ; 

How fome have beenc depos’d, feme flaine in warre, 
Some haunted by the Ghofts they have depos'd. 

Some poyfon’d by their Wives, fome fleeping kill d, > 
All murther’d. For within the hollow Crowne 
That rounds the mortall temples of a King* 

Keepes Death his Court,and there the Antique fits 
Scoffing his ftate, and grinning at his pompe, 
Allowing him a breath, a little Scene, 

To Monarchixe, be fear’d, and kill with lookes, , 
Infufing him with felfe and vaine conceit. 



A s if this Fle£h ,' which walls about our Life,' 

VVere 'Braffe impregnable land humor’d thus, 

Comesat the laft, aria with a little Pinne 

Boares through his Caftle Walls, and farewell King 

Cover your heads, and thocke not flefiTand, blood J . 

VVith folemne Reverence: throw away Refpeft, 

Tradition, forme, and Ceremonious duty. 

Foe you have but tniftooke me all this while •* 

Hive with bread like you , feeleVVant, 

TafleGriefe, need Friends : fubjefted thus. 

How can you fay to me, I am a King ’? 

Carl My Lordjwife men ne’re waile their prefentvvdes. 
But prefently prevent the vvayes to waile : 

To feare the Foc;firiee feare »ppre(feth ftrength, : 

Gives inyour weakeneife, ftrength unto your Foe j 
Feare, and be flaine , no worfe can come to fight. 

And fight and die, is death deflroying death. 

Where fearing dying, payes death fervile breath. 

Anm. My Father hath a Power, enquire of him. 

And learne to make a Body of a Limbe*. 

Rich. Thou chid’ft me welhproud Bullingbrooke I come 
To change blowcs with thee, for our day of Dooms 
This Ague-fit of feare isover-blowne. 

An eafie taskeitistowinour owne. 

Say ScroopSjYfhctc iiesouf VfK:lc3^fobiff?RiOwef'^ 
Speakefweetly man,althoughtby Ibokesbe fowre* 

Scroope. Man Judge by the complexion of the skic- 
The ftate and inclination of the day, 

So may you by my dull and heavy Eye; 

My tongue hath bura heavier Tale to fay s : 

I play the torturcr,by fmallf and fmall : v* 

To lengthen out the Worft,that mnft be fpoken, 

Y bur V nde T orke is j oyn'd with Bullingbrooke^ 

And all your Northtrne Caftles yeilded up, 

And all your foutherne Gentlemen in Aimes- 
VpoQ his Fasftion. : < xh-M,. : w 

Rich. Thou haft fayd enough. 

Beflwew thee Cofin, which did ft lead me forth 

F 5 Of> 
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Ai w tr {p »* u i »h» m»v» »»i j , Bulling brooks 

Northumberland^ Attendants. 

BM. So that by this intelligence we Iearne 
The Welchmen aredifpers’d, and Salisbury 
Is gone tomeete thedHing, who lately landed 
With Tome few private friends,.upon this Coaft* 

Nor. The news is very faire and good my Lord, 

R ichard not farre from hence, hath hid his head. 

Tor. It would befeemethe Lord Northumberland, 
To fay King Richard-.* lacke the bitayyday, .( 

When fuch a facred Ki'ngfhould hide bis head. 

Nor. Your Grace miftakes: onely to be briefe, 
Left I this Title out. 

Tor. The time hath beene. 

Would you have beene fobriefe wirh him, he would 
Have beene fo briefe with you, to fhorten you, 

For taking fo the head ; your whole heads length* 



Of that fweet way I was in,to difpaire : 

W hat fay you now ? what comfort have we now ? 
By heaven He hate himeverlaftingly, 

Thatbids me be of comfort any more. 

Goe to Flint Cattle,there He pine away, 

A King,Woes flave,fhall Kingly W oe obey: 

That power I haye,difchargc,and let 'em goe 
To care the Land, that hath fome hope to grow 
For I have none- Let no man /peake a game 
To alter this, for counfailc is but vaine. 

Aum. My Liege, one word. 

Rich. He docs me double wrong, 

That wound s me with the flatteries of his tongue 
Difcharge my followers : let them hence aw 
From Rtchards Nieht,to Rullingbroobes faire 
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•Sal. Miftake not(Vncle) farther than you fliould. 

2V.T a ke not (good Cofin) farther than you fhould. 
Lead you miftake, the heavens are ore your head. 

Bui A know it (Vncle). and oppofe not my ielfe 
A^ainft their will-But who comes here ? 

Enter Percy* 

Welcome Harry 2 what, will not this Caftle yeeld ? 

JV.TheCaftle royally ismann’d, my Lord, 

Againft thy entrance. 

Royalty Why, it contaynes no King ? 

P<?r. Yes (my good Lord) 

It doth containe a King: King Richard lyes 
Within the limits of yond Lime and Stone, 

And with him the Lord Attmerle y Lord Salisbury 
Sir Stephen Scroope, befides a Cleargy man 
Of holy reverence : who, I cannot Iearne. . 

Nor. Oh.belike it is the Bilhop of Carliler 
Bui. Noble Lord, 

Goe to the rude Ribs of that ancient Caftle, 

Through Brazen Trumpet fend the breath bf Parle 
Into his ruin’d Eares, and thus deliver : 

Henry Bullingbrooke upon his knees doth kifle 
YmeVdchards hand, and lends allegeance 
Anatruefaythof heart to his royallPerfon: hither come' 
Even at hisfeete,to lay myarmes and power 
Provided, that my Banifhment repeal’d, 

And Lands rertor’d againe,be freely granted* 
Ifnot,ileufe th’ad vantage of my power. 

And lay the fu turners dull with fnowers of blood 
Ray n'd from the wound sof fkughterd Englifbtnenj 
The which, how farreoff from the mind of Bullingbroohg 
It is, fuch CrimlbnTempeft fhould bedrench 
Thefrefh greene Lap of faire King Richards Land 
My Hooping duty tenderly Hr all fhew. 

Goe lignifie as much, while here vve march 

Vpon the Graflic Carpet ofthis plains - 

Let’s march without thenoyfe of tlneatning Drum, • 

That from this Cartels tatter'd Battelments 








The Life and Death 

O ur faire Appoyntments may be w el 1 perus’d 
Me thinkcs King R tchard and my felfe fhould meete 
With no lefle terror then the Elements 
Of Fire and Water, when their thundering fmoake 
At meeting teares thedoudy cheekes of Heaven: 

Be he the fire , He be the yeilding Water ; 

Thearage be his, while on the Earth Iraine 
My Waters on the Earth, and not on him. 

March on, and marke King Richard how he looks . 
Parle, without, and ax freer within then a Plomifd 
Enter on the Walls } R i chard far l He ^Aumerle^ Stmf l 
Salisbury* 

See, fee, King Richard dothhimtelfe appeare 
As doth the blufhing difcontented Sunne, 

From out the fiery Portall of the Eaft. 

When he perceives the envious clouds are bent 
To dimme his glory, and to ftaine the trail 

Of his bright paflage to the Occident. 

Tor. Yet lookes he like a King : behold his Eye- 
(As bright asistheEagles} lightens forth 
Controlling Majerty : alacke,alacke,forwoe. 

That any harme fhould ftaine fo faire a fhow. 

Etch* We are a maz’d, and thus long have we flood 
To watch the fearefull bending of thy Knee, 

Becaufe we thought our felfe thy lawfull Kings 
And if we be, how dare thy ioynts forget 
To pay the awfull duty of our prelencc? 
Ifwebenot,fliewus thehandofGod, 

That hath difmis’d us from our Stewardihip, 

For well we know no hand of blood and bene 
Can gripe the facred handle of our Scepter* 

Volefle he doe prophane, fteale or ufurpe* 

And though you thinke,thatallas you have done 3 
= Have tome their fou!es,by turning them from us. 

And we are barren, and bereft of friends; 

Yet know, my mafter, God Omnipotent, 
Ismuftringin his Clouds, inourbehalfe, 

Armies of Peftilence,and they (hall ftrike 










Your 






Your Children yet unborne, and unbegot. 

That lift your Vaffall hands againft my head. 

And threat the glory of my precious Crowne. 

Tell Eullingbrookejtk yond me thinkes he is. 

That every ftride he makes upon my Land, 

Is dangerous Treafbn: he is come to ope 
The purple Teflament of bleeding Warre ; 

But ere the Crowne he lookes for, live in peace. 

Ten thoufand bloody crownes of Mothers Sonnes 
Shall ill become the flower of Englands face, 

Change the complexion of her Maide-pale Peace 
To Scarlet indignation , and bedew 
Herpaftors Graffe with faythfull Englifh blood. 

Nor. The King of Heaven forbid our Lord the. King 
Should fo with civil 1 and uncivill Armes 
Be rufht upon : Thy thrice-noble Cofin, 

Harry Bullingbrooke, doth humbly kiffe thy hand. 

And by the honourable Tombe he fweares, 

That (lands upon your Royal IGrandfires Bones, 

And by the royalties ofboth your bloods* 

(Currents that (pring from one moft gracious head) 

And by the buried hand of Warlike (jaunty 
And by the worth and honour of hinafelfe. 

Comprizing all that may be fworne, or fayd. 

His comming hither hath no farther fcope, 

Then for his' Lineal 1 Royalties, and to begge 
Infrancbifernent-immediate on his knees : 

Which on thy Royall party granted onee, 

His glittering Armes he will commend to ruft. 

His barbed Steeds to ftables,and his heart 
To faythfullfervice of your Maiefty : 

This fweares he as he is a Prince, is juft. 

And as lain a Gentleman I credit him. 

Rich. Northumberland, fay thus : The King returues. 
His Noble Cofin is-right welcome hither. 

And all the number of his faire demands 
Shall be accomplifh’d without contradiction : 

With all the gracious utterance thou, haft, s fcr 

G Speake 
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Speake to his gentle . hearing kind commends. 

We doc debafe our felfe ( Cofin ) doe we not; 

To lookc lo poorely , and to fpeake fo faire f 
Shall we call backe Northumberland and \end 
Defiance to the Tray tor and fo die ? 

^w.No.good mvLordjlet’s fight with gentle words 
Till time lend friend s, and friends their hopefull Swords! 

K/ch t Oh God,oh God, that ere this tongue of mine 
That layd the fentence of dread Banifhment ’ 

On yond proud man, fheuid take-it of agairor 
V Vith words of looth : O that I were as great 
A s is my Griefe, or lefler than my Name, 

Or that I could forget what I have beene. 

Or not remember what I muft be now : 

S well ft thou proud heart ? He giue thee fcopc to beate;. 
Since foes-have fcope to beate both thee and me. . 

Northumberland comts backe from Bullingbmbt, 
Rich.yV hat muft the King doe now ■ muft he fubmit? 
The King fiball doe it : Muft he be depos'd ? 
f he King fhall be contented : Mufthelofe. 

The Name of King ? o’ Gods Name let it goe« 

He give my Icwels for a let ofbeades. 

My gorgeous Pallace, for a Hermitage, 

My gay Apparrell , for an Almes-mans Gowne, . 

'My figur d Goblets, for a Difti of Wood, 

My Scepter for a Palmers walking Staffc, 

My Subjedls , for a payre of carved Saints, 

And my large Kingdome , for a little Grave; 

A little little Grave, an ob'eure Grave • 

Or lie be buried in the Kings high-way. 

Someway of common Trade, where Sub/eftsfcete 
May bowrely trample on their Soveraignes Head : 

For on my heart they tread: now , wliileft Hive ; 

And buried once,w hy not; upon my Head ? 

-Aumerle , thou weep’ ft ( my tender-hearted Cofin ) 
VVee’le make foule Weather with de-pifed Teares: 
©urfighs, and they, {hall lodge the Summer Come, 

And malfe a Dearth in chi* revolting Land, 



of R ichard the femd . 

Or fhall we play the wantons, with our woes. 

And makefome pretty match with fhedding teares • 

As thus: to drop them ftill upon one place. 

Till they have fretted us a paire of Graves, 

VVithin the Earth: and therein layd, there lies 
Two Kinfmen digg’d their Graves with weeping Eyes ? 
Would not this ill, doe well ? well ,well, I fee 
I talke but idly, and you mocke at me* 

Moft mighty Prince, my Lord N orth umber land , 

What fayes King Bullingbrooke ? will his Ma/efty 
Give Richard leave to live, till Richard die ? 

You make a legge and Bullingbrooke fayes I , 

Nor. My Lora,in the bafe Court he doth attend 
To fpeake with you, may it pleafe you to come downe, 
£i<r/j.Downe, downe I come,like glift'ring Phaetow y 
Wanting the manage ofunruly lades. 

In the bafe Court ? bafe Court where Kings grow bale, 
Tocome at Traytors calls,and doe them grace. (King, 

In the bafe Court come downe: downe Court, downe 
For Night -Owles fhiike, where mounting Larks fhould 
Bui, What fayes his Ma/efty ? (fing. 

AV, Sorrow and griefe of heart 
Makes him fpeake fondly, like a franticke man: 

Yet he is come. 

Bui. Stand all apart. 

And fhew faire duty to his Maiefty. 

My gracious Lord. 

Rich. Faire Cofin, 

You debafe your Princely knee. 

To make the bale earth proud with killing it. 

Me rather had, my heart might feele your love, 

Than my unpleas'd Eye lee your courtefie. 

Vp Colin, up, your Heart is up, I know, 

Thus high at leaft, although your knee be low. 

2?#/. My gracious Lord, I come bur for mine owne. 
Rich. Your owne is yours, and I am yours, and all. 

Bui. So farre be mine, (my moft redoubted Lord,) 

As my true fervice fhall deferue your love, 

G 2 Rich. 
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The Life and Death 

Rich- Well you deferv’d: . 

They well deferue to have. 

That know the ftrong’ft,and ftireft way to gety 
Vncle give me your hand : nay ;dry your eyes, 

Teares fhew their love,but want their remidies. 

Colin lam too young to be your Father, 

Though you are old enough to bemy Heire* 

What you will have. He give, .and willing too, 

For doe we muft,. what foreewill have us. doe. 

Set on towards London : 

Colin,is it To? 

BhL Yea, my good Lord. 

/CicA.Then I muft not fay ,no. Elourifb, Exeunt, 




Selena Quinta . 



j Ewer ghieene ,and tveo Ladies . 

<jht> What fport fhall we devile here in this Garden, 
To driue away the heavy thought of Care ? 
/^.Madam,we’le play at Bowles. 

^__«.’Twill make me thinke the world is full of Rubs 
And that my fortune runnes againft the Byas. 

La. Madam, we’lc Dance. 

Qh- My leggescan kcepeno meafurein Delight, 
When my pocre heart no meafure keepes in Griefc- 
Therefore no Dancing (Girlej fome other fport. 

La. Madam, we’le teil Tales. 
gla.Oi forrow, or of griefe ? 

La. Of eyther Madam. 

£)#,. Of neyther Girle. 

For ifof ioy,being altogether wanting;; 

It doth remember me the moreoflorrovy : 

Or ifof griefe,being altogether had. 

It addes more forrow to my want of jfoy : 

For what I have, I need not to repeat ; 






And 



of llicliard the fecondf. 

And what T want, it bootes not to complaint. 

La. Madam , llefing- 
jQw.’Tis well that thou haft caufe ; 

But thouThouldht pleafe mebetter,would’ft thou weepe.' 
La, I could weepe,Madam , would it doe you good. 
gltt. And I could fing, would weeping doe me good. 
And never borrow any Teareof thee. 

Enter a C ar diner, and two Servants . 

But flay, heere come the Gardiners. 

Let’s ftep into the fhadowofthefe Trees. 

My wretchednefle,tinto a Row of Pinnes, 

They’letalkeof ftate : for every one doth fo, 

Againft a changcjWoe is fore- runne with wcc«- 

Gard.Coc binde thou up yond dangling Apricocks; 
Which like unruly Children,make their Syfe 
Stoupe with oppreflion of their prodigal! weight ; 

Give fome fupportance to thebendingtwigges. 

Goe thou , and like an Executioner ' b . 

Cut off the heads of too fart growing fprayes* 

That looke too lofty in our Common-wealth : 

All muft be even,in ourGovemement. 

You thus imploy’d j. I will goeroot away ■ i 
Ihenoyfqme weedes,thac without profit, fucke 
Hie S pyles fertility fto m wholcfome Bowers. :■< 

Ser.Why (hould we,in thecompaffe of a Pale, • n v 

Keepc Law and Forme, and dueProportion. 

Shewing asina Modpll our firmeftate? . iV, 
When our Sea-walled Garden,(the whole Land’ J 
Jsfull of WeedeSjher faireft Flowers choakt up; j IV - .: > 
Her Fruit-trees all unpruin’d,her Hedges ruin’d, ' 

Her Knots difbrder ’d ,and her wholelome Hearbes . r \ 
Swarming withGaterpillers.- 
Gard, Hold thy peace. ; , • a , . ' 

He that hath fuffer’d this diforder’d Spring, . J , r 

Hath n°whimfelfe met with the Fall ofLeafe.'- h'- 

That feemM Ur b • bl ? ad ' f P re ^ing Leaves did toerj' 



Arepulfd u P ,R. 0 ot, and all ,by MinjZ^. 
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The Life and Death 

I means the Earle of W iltihkcyBuJhjfirtette, 

I Ser, What are they dead ? 

Card’ They are. 

And Bullingbrooke'caCakizd the waft efull King.' 

What pitty is it, that he hath not trim’d 
And dreft his Land,as we this Carden, at time of yeare ; | 
And wound theBarke,tbcskinof our Fruite-trces, 

Leaft being over-proud with Sap and Blood, 

With too much riches it confound it felfe ? 

Had he done fo^to great and growing men, 

'They might have liv’d to beare, and he to tafle 
Their fruits of duty. All fuperflucus branches 
We lop away, that bearing boughes may live: 

Had he done fo, himfelfe had borne the Crowne, 
Which watte and idle houres,hath quite throwne downs 
•SVr.What thinke you the King {hall be depos’d ? 
<7^. Dcpreft be is already, ana depos’d 
’Tis doubted he will be* letters came laft night 
To a d eare friend of the Duke of T orkfy 



3 hat tell blaeke tidings* 

^«.OhI ampreft to death, through want offpeaking: 
Thou old -4dams likcnefle, fet to drelfe this Garden: 
How dares thy harfh tongue found .this unpleafing 
W hat EvejNhzt ierpent hath fuggefted thee, (newes \ 
To make a fecond fall of curled man ? 

Why do’ ft thou fay King Richard is depos’d? 

Dar’ft thou, (thou little better thing then earth) 

Divine his downefali ? Say where, when, and how 
Cam’ll thou by this ill tydings ? Speake thou wretch. 

6 W.Pardon me Madam* Little joy have 1 
To breath thefe newes j yet what I lay, is true; 

King R ichard, he is in the mighty hold 
Of Bullitt gbrooke , their fortunes both are weigh’d : 

In your Lords Scale, is nothing but himfelfe. 

And fome few vanities, that make him light: 

But in the Ballance of. great r Bullwgbroo\ ? e i 
Befides himfelfe, arealltheEnglilh Peeres, ( 

And with that oddes he weishcs King Richard doww. 







hard the fecond 



Poll you to London, and you’l finde it lb, 

I Ipeake no more, then every one doth know* 

^ 5 . Nimble mifchance, that art fo light of Foote. 
Doth not thy Embalfage belong to me f 
And am I laft that know it ? Oh thou think’ft 
To ferue me laft, that 1 may lohgeft keep 
Thyforrow in my breaft. Come Ladies 
To meet at London, Londons King in woe. 

W hat,was . borne to this? that my fad looke 
Should grace the Triumph of great BullrngbrooKe l 

Card’ner, for telling me this newes of woe, 

I would the Plants thou graft’d may never grow. Exit 
Card. Poore Qpeene lo that thy Hate might be no 
I would my skill were fnbie<ft to thy curie ; 

Here did fhe drop at eare, here in this place 
Ilefeta Banke ofRew,(fowre Herbe of Grace-) 

Rue,ev’n for ruth, here Ihortly fhall be feene V 
In thc remembrance of » ^ * 



E T*l! t0 , BhI littgbrooke Attmerle Nor* 

thumb erlandyP ercjyTitsc-Wxter. Suv*»n jl*l 
ofWeftmm f" 

M Cal1 forth <S - 

Novv Baev* freely fpeake thy min d, 

V Vhat thou doft know of Noble Glofitn death 

teg" mm 

Bag. My Lord *Attmerle\ know voiir/f ' 

h«’hooc° jSt *‘ ons " e 

^ omOjwhen 




That reached*, from the reftfull Enghfli Court 
As farre as Callis,to my V ncles head 
Amongft much other talke, that very time, 

I heard youfay, that you had rather refute 

ThecfteroradhundredthourandCrovvnes* 

Then BMmbrookes returneto England; adding Withal [, 
How bleft this Land would-be,inttus your Colins death. 

Aum- Princes and Noble Lords : _ 

What anl'wer (ball 1 make to this bale man : 

Shall ifo much diihonour-pjy faire ftarres, 
Qnequalltermeb to giv e biiwcbafticcmcnt? 

Eythcr l.mu.ft.3Or have mine honour fpoyl d 
With th’ Attcindor of his fland’rous lips. 

There is my Gage, the manuall fcaleot death 
That markes thee o.ut tor hell. Thou y. e ft» 

And will maintaine what thou halt fayd 3 is talle. 

In thy hearts blood, though being all too bale. 

To ftaine the temper of my Knightly fword- 

'Bul.Bam forbeare, thou {halt not take it-up. 

Aum. Excepting one,I would he were the belt 
In all this preience,that hath moovd me fo- 

Fit*. If that thy valour Hand on fympathies : 

There is my Gage, Aumerle , in Gage to thine : 

By-that faire fu?ne,that ihewes me where hou ftand .8, 

I heard thee fay,(and vantmgly thou tpak ft it ) 

That thou weft caufe of Noble death. 

II thou denied it, twenty times thou lyelt. 

And I will turne thy falfehood to thy heart, 

W here it vvas forged, wjth. my Rapiers poynt. 

^.Tho.odl’ttnM.CCowatd) 

Nowby my$oule,l would it vv« « 
Aum fit water thou art damn d to hell for _ 

P^.v^*wcr/c,thQu lyeft; his honour is as trU ; „ 

In this iibpeale, as thou argali umuft: 

And that thou art fo, there I throw my Gage 

To provek on;thee 5 toth c^trcameft 

Of mprtall breathing. Seize it if thou dar h ^ 0i 



^ 00 *. And if I doe not, may my hands rot off. 

And never brandifh more revengefull Steele, 

Over the glittering Helmet of my Foe. 

Sur-My Lord Fit water ; 

I doe remember well, the very time 
Aumerle, and you did talke. 

F/f*.MyLord, 

’Tisvery true: You were in prefence then ; 

And you on witnelfe with me, this is true* 

F«r.Asfal(e, by heaven, 

As heaven it felfeis true* 

Fit-C‘ Surrj, thou Iyeft, 

Sur . Difhonourable Boy; 

That lye {hall lye fo heauyonmy fword. 

That it ftiall render Vengeance and Revenge, 

Till thou the Lye-giver ,and that lye, doe lye 
In earth as quiet, as thy Fathers Scull* 

In proote whereof .there is mine Honours pawne, 

Engageit to the Tryall, if thou dar’ft* 

Fitz,. Hpw fondly dolt thou fpurrea forward Horfc? 
IfIdareeate,or drinke.or breath, or live, 

I dare meete Surry in a Wilderneffc, 

And fpit upon bim,whilft I fay he lies. 

And hcs,and lies: there is my bond of Faith, 

To tye thee to my ftrong Correftien. 

As I intended to thrive in this new world, 

Aumerle is guilty of my true appeale. 

Belideql heard the baniftvd Norfolk* fay. 

That thou Aumerle didft fend two of thy men. 

To executethe Noble Duke at Callis. 

A Hm . Some honeft Chriftiantruft me with a Gage, 
That Norfolk.* lies.,heredoe I throw downe this. 

If he may be repeald,to try his honour. 

TBuI. fhefe differences ftiall all reft under Gage, 

Till Nt orfolke be-repeai'd; : repeal’d he (bail be ; 

(And though mine Enemy) reftor’d againe 

fo al 1 his Land s and Seigniories : when hee’s return’d , 

Againft Aumerle we w<U infoice his Tryall. 

H Car<> 
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YM'~Ejfe ana tit nth 

Car.That honourabie day ne're be feehe. 

Many a time hath banifh'd A^r/<?^ fought 
For lefu Chrift,in glorious C briftian field ' ": • ' i|| 
Streaming the Enfigne of the Cbridkn Croflfe 
Againfl blacke Pagans, Turkes, and Saracens: 

And toyl’d with workes of warre, retyr’d himfelfe 

To / talj , and there at V mice gave 

His Body to that plealant Countries Earth, 

And his pure foule unto his Captaine Chrill, 

Vnder whole Colours he had fought fo long, 

Bui. W hy Bifhop , is IVorforl^e dead ? 

Carl. As fure as 1 live my Lord. 

^ Sweet peace conduct his (weet foule 

To the Bofome of good old Abraham. 

Lords Appealants , your differences fhall all rdf under 
Till we aifigne you to your dayes of Tryall. ( ease, 
Enter Yorke. 

Yorke. Great Duke of Lancafter, I come to thee 
From P lume-p’uckt Richard, who with willing, foule. 
Adopts thee Heire, and his high Scepter yeelds 
To the poflefiion of thy Royall Hand. 

Afend his. Throne, defending now from him, 

And long-live Henry-. that Marne the Fourth* 

Bui. In Gods Name, lie a fend the Regall throne, 
Carl. Mary, Heaven forbid. 

VVorft in this Royall Prefence may I fpeake, 

Yet bed befeeming me to fpeake the truth* 

Would God, that any in this Noble Prefence 
Were enough Noble to be upright Iudge 
OfNoblei?/^4r<d;thentrue Noblenelle would 
Learne him forbearance from fo foule a Wrong. 

What fubjeiR can give fentence on his King ? 

And who fits here, that is not Richards lub/edl ? 
Theeves are not judg d,but they are by to heare 
Although apparanc guilt befeene’in them : 

And fhall the figure of Gods Ma/edy, 

His Captaine, fteward, Deputy elecl, 

Anoynted, Crown'd and planted many yearesi 




Be judg’d by fubj‘e£fs,and inferior breath. 

And hehimfelfe not prelent ?Oh,forbid,itGod, 

That in a Chridian Climate , foules refinde 
Should fhew fo beynous,blacke,obfcene a deed. 

I fpeake to fubjedls, and a fubjeft fpeakes, 

Stirr’d up by Heaven,thus boldly for bis King. 

My Lora of Henfsrd here, whom you call King, 

Is a foule Traytorto prowd Herefords King. 

And if you Crownc him, let me prophecy, 

The blood ofEnglifh lhall manure the ground. 

And future ages groane for his foule A6t. 

Peace fhall goe fit epe with Turkes and Infidels, 

And in this Seat of Peace, tumultuous Wanes 

Shall Kinne with Kinne, and Kinde with Kinde confound, 

Diforder, Horror, Feare,and Mutiny 

Shall here inhabite and this Land be call’d 

The field of Golgotha, and dead mens fculls. 

Oh, ifyoureare this Houfe againft this Houle 
It will the wo fulled, Divifion prove. 

That ever fell upon thiscurfed Earth. 

' Prevent it, refill it , let it not be fo, 

Leall Child , Childs Children cry againfl you, VYoe» 
AVr/j.Well have you argu’d Sir: and for your paines, 
Of Capiiall Treafon we arreft you here. 

“My Lord of Weftminfter,be ityour charge. 

To keepe him fafely, till his day of Tryall. 

May it pie ale you , Lords, to grant the Commons Suit ? 

w/.Fetch hither Richard, that in common view 
He may furrender : fo we flaa]l proceede 
VVithout fulpition. 

Ter.Iwillbehis Condudl. Exit. 

Bull. Lords, ypu that here are under our Arrefl, 

Procure your Sureties for your Dayes ofAnfwer : 

Littie are we beholding to your Love, 

And little look d for at your helping Hands : 

Enter , Richard, and Yorke. 
etch. Alack, why am I fent for to a King, 

Before I have fhookeoff the Regall thoughts 

H 2 Where-? 







i 

1 li'liil 






Wherewith I reign’ d ? I hardly yet have learn d v , 
To infinuate , flatter , bow , and bend my Knee. 

Give Sorrow leave a while , to returne me , ‘ 
Tothisfubmiffion- Yet I will remember 
The favors ofthefe men i were they not mine ? ' v. 
Did they not fometime cry. All hayle to me ... 

So ladasdid to Chrift: but he in twelve, 

Found truth in^U, but one ; l,ui twelve thoufand , none, 
God lave the King : will nb man fey, Amen ? 

Am T both Prieft and Cl-arke ? well then. Amen* , 

God lave the King* although 1 be not he: 

And yet Amen, ft* Heaven doe thin Ke hiriT me* 

To doe what lervice, am- I fent for hither ? 

Tor. To doe that office of thine owne good will, 
Which tyred Ma/efty did make thee offer: 

The Refignation of thy State and Crowne: 

To Henry Bullingbrooke •• . 

Rich. Give me the Crown-Here Cofm. feizethe Crown: 
Here Cofin, on this fide my Hand, on that ‘fide thine. 
Now is this Golden Crowne like a deepe Well, 

That owes two Buckets, filling one another, ' ' . 

Th© emptier ever dancing in the ayre, 

The other downe , unfeene , and full of W ater : 

That Bucket downe, and full of Teares ana I, 
Drinking my Griefes, whilft you mount up on high. 
A«/.l°thoiight you had beene willing torefigne. .r 
Rich. My Crowne I am., but [fill my Griefes are mine: 
You may my Gloriesand my State depofej 
But not my Griefes ; Bill am I King -ot thole. 

2?«/.Part of your Cares you give me with your Crown' 
Rich .Your Cares let up,doe not pluck my Cares <H n * 
My Care, is Ioffe of Care, by old Care done, . 
Your Care , isgaineof Care, by new Care wonue 

The Cares I giue,I have, though given away, 

1 r'i-i ./1Z I1.»« 



• liilO , UUj x • AWi. J. , 

Therefore no ; hci/or 1 refigtie to thee. 






ef Richard the fecund. 

Now, marke me how I will undoe m.y felfe. not 1 
| give this Hea’uy weight frbm oft* my H-e^d,- tm7/ bill 
And this wwiel&Sceptqr from-my f 

The pride of Kingly f w a,y from out my heart. ' 

With mine owne Teares Iwaffi away my blame, ■ 

With mine owne hands 1 giveaway my Crowno^fjV| 
With^ta 
With : 

All pompe - lTl .. <■ . , ... . , 

My Mannors,Refft^,Revepews.,I ^prgoej-j ; j , brbna' 
My ACts,Decrees,ana Statutes I deny'':- ~:H ; : r, ; *> > ' 
God pardon all Oathes that are broke to-rne, : 

God keepe all vowes unbroke are made to thee* . , v 
Make m?, that nothing. have, with nothinggnev’d, kAF 
And thou withall pleas’d, thathaft all atdiiev’d. 

Long may ft thou live in Richards Seate to fir, 

And foone lie Richard in an earthy pit. - AjA . t 

God fave King /fcjs^un-king’d Richard fayes, -j r 
And fend him many yeares of ftinne-fhine dayes. 

What more remaines ?\ , v ; , 7 1 jn;b c flO 

Nor. No more: but that you read 
Thefe Accufations ,and t hefe grievous Crymes*. 1 r fl 
Committed by your perffin,and your followers ’ > 
Againftthe ftate,and profit of this Land : • n if; i 

That by confeffing them,theT^les of i,T!en A ».I 

May deeme, that yon are worthily deposed ♦ , n lijcrl I’ 

Rich. Muft I doe fo i and mull I ravel! out 
My weav’d up follyes? G entic-N or thsmhc rk nd 3 
Ifthy Offences were upon Record, 

Would it not fhamethee in lb faitea t,rou.pcy ffq . . 

To reade a Ledure qf ifieov? ! rnpj^y^^;ftv» 1 7 A-Ai 

There fhould’ft thou find one haynousArfictef P'.ifA 
Containing the depofing ofa King, 

And cracking the ftrengwarrati* oCanOatjj- gob Irwd -7 
Mark’d wuhaBjot, damp’d iffthc^c^qf 
ftant ^ au4\ c oke ; i,ipqn,irie', 

Whii ft that my wretchedncftedotli bait piy 
though Lome of you jW ith Pilate wafh your hands, ' 

^ l Shewing, 
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Shewing an outward pitt,y : yet you P Hates 
Have here deliver’d me to my fowre Crofle, 

And Water cannot wafhaway your finne. 

Ner-Viy Lord difpatch,read o’re thefe Articles. 

"Rich. Mine eyes are full of t cafes, T cannot fee : 

And yet fait- water bJindes them not fo much, 

But they can fee a fort of Traytors here. 

Nay, if Iturne mine eyes- upon my lelfe, 

1 finde my lelfe a Tray tor with the reft 
For I have given here my foules confent, 

T’ undccke the pompous body of a King ; 

Made glory bale- a foveraigne, a Have ; 

Proud Maiefly,a fubiedfj State, a Pefant, 

Nor. My Lord. 

RmA.No Lord oft hine,thou haught-infulting man • 
No,nornomans Lord : I have noName,no Title : 

No, not that Name was given me at the Font, 

But’tis ul'urpt: alackethe heavy day, 

Thatl have wornefo many Winters out, 

And know not now, what Name to call my lelfe. 

Oh, that I were a mockery , King of Snow, 

Standing before the funne of Built* gbnokt. 

To melt my lelfe away in Water-drops: 

Good King, great King.and yet not greatly good. 

And if my word : be ftcrlme vet in England, 

Let it command k mirrof'fffther ftrarghtyj ’’ V, ,! „> f - 
That it may fhew me what a face 1 have. 

Since it is Bankrupt of his Marefty. 

Bui. Cot lome ofyon, and fetch a Looking-Glalfe- 
Nor. Read oTethisPa^erAvhafeVhe Glafte.dpt|| come* 
Rich. Fiend, thou torments me.ere I come to Hell • 
Atf/.Vrgeitno 

A^r.TheCohimrins will. not then be fatisfy’d. 
R/cA.They fhall be fatisfy’d : ilereade enough, 

When I doe fee the very Rookc indeed, 

Wheie-klKmy finrtes ard writ', arid that’s my felfe* 

■ Enter one with a Glajfe. 

Give methat Glaife,and thieirein will I rcade. 

No 




of Richard the jecMd, 

> . , f - * ; * r-" ‘ r ~. r>T» » _ • ; r. • . » . > . 

No deeper wrinkles yet? hkh forro w ftrucke 
So many blowes upon this face of mine. 

And made no deeper wounds ? Oh flattering Giafle, 
Like to my followers in profperity. 

Thou do ft beguile me. Was this face the face 
That every day, under his houfl-iold Roofe, 

Did keepetenthoufand men ? was this the face. 
That like the funne did make beholders winke ? 

Is this the face, which fac'd fornany follyes. 

That was at la ft out-fac’d by Bulltugbrooke ? 

A brittle glory linnet h in this face. 

As brittle as the Glory, is the face, 

For there it is, crackt in an hundred Ihivers. 

Marke filent King,the Morall of this {port. 

How foone my forrow hath deftroy’d my face. 

Bttl. The fhadow of your forrow hath deftroy’d 
The fliadow of your face. 

Rich. Say that againe. 

The fliadow of my forrow: ha, lets fee, 

Tisvery true,my griefe lyes all within. 

And thefe externall manners of laments. 

Are meerely fhado ws to the unfeene griefe. 

That fwells with filence in the tortur’d foule; 

There lies the fubftance: and T thanke thee King : 

For thy great bouncy, that not onely giv (i 
Mecaufe to waile.bot teacheft me the way 
Hpw to lament the caufe. He begge one boone. 

And then be gone,and trouble you no more, 
ohall Iobtaineit ? 

Bui- Name it,faire Cofin. 

P‘ch. Faire Cofin ? I am greater than a King: 

For when I was a King* my flatterers 

I h!!! th ? fut,,c - is ; being now a fubieff, 

ave a King here to my flatterer: 

Aei n giog reaC [ have n ° necc j tQ begge. 

Bui. Yet aske. ' 

Rich, And fhall 
Bui. You fliaii. 



I have? 






Rich: 
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jlicb. Then give me leave to goe. 

Bui. Whither? 

R*d?. Whither you will/o I were from yotir fights." 
Bui. Goefome of youconvey him to the Tower. 
Rich. Oh good: convey : Conveyers are you all. 
That rife thus nimbly by a true Kings fall. 

"Bui. On wednefday next, we folemnly fet downe 
Our Coronation ; Lords prepare your felves. Sxmu 
Abbot. A wofull Pageant haue we here beheld. 
CW/.The woe's to come/the children yet un-borne, 
Shall feelethisday aslharpe tothem as thorne. 

A um. 'ion holy clergy- men, is there no plot 
To rid the K ealme of. this pernicious blot t 

Abbot. Before I freely < peake my minde herein. 
You fhall not onely take the Sacrament, 

To bury mine intents, but alfo to effect 
What ever I fhall happen to device- 
I Tec your browes aie full of dilcontcnc. 

Your heart of forrow, and your eyes of tearcs. 

Come home with me to iupper, ile lay a plot 
Shall drew us all a mefry day. Extant. 






) 0 :»:* 



r, 



Eater Ojieenc, and Ladies. 

Qu,. This way the King will come: this is the way 
To Julius Cxfars ill-errecfed Tower.: 

To whole flint bofome, my condemned Lord 
Is doom’d' a Prifoner, by proud Bulltngbroo\e • 
Hereletus reft, if this rebellious Earth 
Have any refling for her true Kings Qnecne. 

Enter Richard and-Gayd'' . 

But fo ft, but fee, otf rather doe not fee, ' 

My faire Rofe wither : yet looke up ; behold* 

That youin pitty may diffolve to dew, ^ 



— 

of Richard the fecond. 

And Wafh him frefh againewith true-love teardsi 
Ah thou r he model! where old Troy did ftand. 

Thou map of honour, thou King Richards Tombe, 

And not King R ichard : thou moft beauteous Inne, 

Why fhoult; hard-favord griefe be lodg'd in thee. 

When triumph is become an Ale-houfe gueft ? 

Rich. Ioyne not with griefe, faire Woman, doe not fo. 
To make my end too fudden jlearne good foule. 

To tlinke our former State a happy dreame, 

From which avvak’d, the truth of what we are, 

Shewes us but this. I amfworne Brother (fweet) 

To grim necefllty ; and he and I 

Will keepe a Lcaguetill Death. High thee to France, 

And Cloyfter thee an fome Religious houfe '■ 

Our holy lives muft win a new worlds Crowne, 

Which our prophane houres here have ftricken downe< 
Qy. Whatjis my Richard both in fhape and mind 
Transform’d, and weaken'd ? Hath Bullitt gbrooke 
Depos’d thine Intel leif ? hath he beene inithy heart ? 
The Lyon-dying dirufteth forth i his pa v»,wV 
And wounds the earth, if nothing effe,. witbrage 
To be o’re-powr’d: arid wil&fcriou.PupiMikei ««.•/: 
Take thy Correction mildly, kiffe the Rodde, 

And fawn? on rage with bale humility. 

Which art a Lyon, and a King of Bealls 
Ifyc&.AKingof beafts indeed, if aught blit beaftsy t ; 
Thad beene Hill a happy King of Men. 

Good, (fometime Qpieene) prepare thee hence for France 
l hmke I am dead,and that even hearethou tak’ft. 

As from njy death-bed, my la ft living leave. 

In winters teadious night fit by the fire 
Wi th^ood old foikes . and let them tell thee tales 
Of woeful] ages, long agoe betide: 

- nd ere thou bid goodnight, to quit their' griefe. 

Jell thou the lamentable fall of me, 

And ffcod the hearers weeping to their beds : 

For why ? the fenceleffe Brands will fympathize 
he heavy accent of my moving tongue, 

I 
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